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jf'/te  new  Chevrolet  Sport  Kt>u(/*U'r  photographed  on  the  Liiiversity  of  Virginia  campus  with  the  Rotunda  in  the  background 

Now.  ill  smart  personal  transportation'— it's  Clievrolet 


No^v,  in  smart  personal  trans- 
portation it's  the  new  Chevro- 
let Six — the  finest  performing 
car  llial  (Chevrolet  has  ever  built.  Lightning 
getaway,  all  kinds  of  speed  and  power,  finger- 
tip handling  ease,  downright  dependability 
and  operating  expense  as  low  as  the  lowest. 
\\  hat's  more,  here  is  the  best-looking  inex- 
pensive automobile  you  have  ever  seen  — 
long,  low-SMimg  lines;  smartly  styled  new 
Fisher  bodies;  haj)py  new  color  harmonies; 


and  the  very  last  word  in  fittings  and 
appointments.  In  all,  the  new  Chevrolet 
Six  is  the  most  modern,  most  advanced 
expression  of  fine,  low-cost  transportation. 
And  that  means — besides  smart  apj)earance 
and  sprightly  performance — generous  com- 
fort in  roomy  interiors,  every  modern 
appliance  for  driving  convenience,  consist- 
ent economy  through  seasons  of  use — and. 
in  fad,  every  advantage  that  modern  design 
and  quality  standards  can  build  into  a  car. 


Chevrolet  prices  range  from  $475  to  $650,  f.  o.  b.  Flint,  Mich.  Special  equipment  extra 
Chevrolet  Motor  Company,  Detroit,  Micliigan 

NEW  CHEVROLET  SIX 


The  threat  American  Value 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


A  traveling  man  returned  home  to  find 
his  wife  in  the  arms  of  a  movie  usher. 

"How  long  has  this  been  going  on?" 
he  demanded. 

"Just  ten  minutes,"  said  the  usher 
"Plenty  of  room  down  in  front." 

"Pup." 

■*■ 

Husband  (to  wife  who  has  just  pre- 
sented him  with  twins):  "My  God, 
will  you  ever  get  over  the  habit  of  ex- 
aggerating.?" 

"Sniper." 

■* 

He:     Your  mouth  is  certainly  pretty. 
She    (proudly):      Yes,    I'll    put   it   up 
against  anyone's  any  time. 

•'Dodo:' 


She:   Do  you  know  you'd  make  a  won- 
derful Fireman.' 

He:     How's  that.? 

She:    You  never  take  your  eyes  off  the 
hose. 

"Scholar  and  Clown." 


We've    got    the    dope    on    Mr.    Stork, 
all  right;  he's  quite  a  kidder,  he  is. 

"Wet  Hen." 


Did  you  notice  the  moon  hide  behind 
the  cloud  then.? 

I    hope   it    isn't   anything   that   we've 
done. 

"Siren." 


Give  the 
Graduate 
a    Break 


// 


Gifts  That  Will 
"Click" 

Here  you  will  find  thousands  of 
gifts  and  the  cost  is  little  or 
much,  as  vou  choose.  We  think 
you  will  be  agreeably  surprised 
at  the  fine  values  in  gifts  that 
will  "go  over  big"  with  the  grad- 
uate ...  be  it  a  young  man  or  a 
young  woman. 


Ofcn 
a 

Charge 
.■ic  count 


tOlsen. 
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JEWELERS  AND  OPTICIANS 

614  DAVIS  STREET,  EVANSTON 

Campus  Jewelers 


You  Can 

"SHOP  AT  THE  CO-OP" 

—  FOR  — 

TENNIS  RACKETS 

KODAKS  &  FILMS 
GRADUATION  GIFTS 

SHEAFFER  PENS  &  SETS 

FILM    DEVELOPING  (12  Hr.  Service) 

SCRAP  BOOKS 
TENNIS  RACKETS  RESTRUNG 

(12  Hr.  Service) 


We 

Decorate 

For 

All 

Affairs 


CO-OP" 


ALL  STUDENT  SUPPLIES  — 

TEXT  BOOKS  NEW  &  USED 

IN  THE 

ORRINGTON  HOTEL  BUILDING 

1726  ORRINGTON  AVE. 
GRE.  2600  GRE.  2600 

ONE 
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NO,  NO, 
GRADUATES! 


Heconimo;  alumni  ami  associating  with 
them  need  not  make  "ohi  fogeys"  of 
you. 

Drop  in  at  the  house;  "bull"  late  at 
night;  see  the  ball  games.  And  just 
as  you  continue  other  pleasures  of  days 
at  N.  U.,  take  good  care  of  your  sense 
of  college  humor. 

Forthcoming  issues  of  the  Purple  Par- 
rot will  tickle  your  funnybone  next 
year  as  ever.  They'll  enliven  many  a 
dull  day  and  soothe  a  jaded  tempera- 
ment. 

The  price  for  a  year's  entertainment 
is  $1.75 — eight  issues,  same  as  always, 
mailed  to  your  address. 

•  To  be  sure  you  don't  forget  next 
fall,  send  us  your  subscription  now. 
Just  fill  in  the  coupon  below,  and  mail 
it  with  your  check. 


1     PURPLE   PARROT 
1      101  University  Hall 
1      Evanston,  Illinois 

!        St-iui    riu'    tin-    "Parrot"    next   yi-ar    as    before:    alt    eight 
1        to    May    inclusive.     M\    checi<    or    money   order    tor    $r. 

1        N.IME    

issues,    October 
75    is    enclosed. 

j         IDDRVSS     

1       CITY     ST.ITF 

Tile    Purple    Parrot,    puhlislled    monlliK     durini;    the    scliool    >ear    In     the    Sludelils 
Publishing  Co.,   inc.,    loi    L^niversitx    Hall,   E%-pnston,    Illinois,      l-^ntered   as  second 
class  matter,    November,    1924,   at  tlie  Post  OfHce   at   E\anston.    Illinois,    under   the 
Act   of    March    3,    1X79.      T\vent\-H\e   cents   the   cop\,    $1.75    the   \tar. 
[M.\Y,    i<Mi,   Not..   XI.   No.    S.     Copyright    19^1.] 


"Obituary    cute    baby." 

"My  girl's  as  pretty  as  a  picture." 
"Well,  I'll   have  to  admit  she's  got  a 
pretty  frame." 

"Riiiiger." 


Baby    Stork:      "Mama,    where    did    I 
come  from.^  " 

"Oclopiis." 


ESTABLISHED  1905 
AND 
''Still  the  best  place  to  eat 

WOMEN'S  EXCHANGE 
CAFETERIA 

1627  Chicago  Ave. 
OPEN  SUNDAYS 


?  ? 
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Then  there  was  the  co-ed  who  was  so 
dumb  that  she  thought  assets  were  Httle 
donkeys. 

"Battahon." 


"Thanks  for  the  hug  and  kiss." 
"Don't   mention   it — the   pressure   was 
all  mine." 

"Bison." 


Expert  Stenographers 

Typing  Letters, 

Manuscripts,  Specifications 

Themes,  Multigraphing 

Mimeographing 

Addressing 

EvANSTON  Letter  Service 

HARRIET  E.  RICHARDSON 

4th  Floor,  615  Davis  St.,  Univ.  6145 

Above  Lyon  &  Healy's 


Onl) 


\1  ^  ^  ^  science 

knowledge 
integrity 


Can  keep  and  guard  your  eyesight 
.  .  .  and  these  are  not  to  be  had  at 
bargain  sales. 

Aimer  Coe  glasses  always  are  "pre- 
cision made"  by  skilled  artisans  .  .  . 
and  always  are  rightly  priced. 
See  the  newer  styles  .  .  .  becoming 
and  comfortable  .  .  .  White  Gold 
or  Tan  Color  .  .  .  with  or  without 
rims  .  .  .  lens  shapes  to  suit  you. 
Countless  styles  $7.00  and  up,  ac- 
cording to  frame  choice  and  eye  re- 
quirements. 


Aimer  Coe  ^Company 

ESCRIPTION    r        iu^'"^^    "pi 
>TICIANS     I  i*  \         J    C 


pre: 

OPT 


PRECISrON   MADE 
GLASS.E  S 


105  N.  WABASH         18  S.  LA  SALLE        78  E.  JACKSON  BLVD. 
1645   ORRINGTON   AVE.— EVANSTON 


SUMMER — STUDENTS 

Store  ^our  Car 
"Where  dt's  "Most 
Convenient 

Do  you  know  that  you  can 
store  your  car  a  block  and  a 
half  from  the  Campus  ? 

We  will  deliver  the  car  to 
your  door,  dust  it  and  keep 
the  windows  clean  free  of 
charge. 


Washing,  Greasing, 
Simonizing,  Repairs 


^ 


PARKING 
3  Hours,   25c 


Courteous  and  Prompt  Service  by  Experienced  Men 

Evanston's  Largest  Garage 

An  individual  space  for  every  car. 

Service  Garage 

1725  Sherman  Avenue 

GreenleaC  48$0-4SSl 

Opposite   Varsity   Theatre 
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COMMENCEMENT 
PHOTOGRAPHS 


NOW 

Is  the  Time 


MATZENE  STUDIO 


The  Syllabus  Photographer 

6  N.  Michigan  Ave.  Central  7003 

CHICAGO 


REFRESHING 

they  take  your ,g;iJirealhawau 


try  a  life  (®)  saver 


BUSINESS 
DIRECTORY 


PURPLE  PARROT 
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Cuthbert  Testube  is  the  boy  who  knows 
his  sciences.  He's  majoring  in  Physics 
and  sure  lets  you  know  it.  Just  now  he's 
measuring  the  velocity  of  light,  and  he  is 
positive  that  the  results  will  be  extremely 
revealing  to  the  physical  world.  "By 
compiling  the  length  of  the  prism  and 
the  distance  to  the  wall,  I  divide  the 
tangent  of  the  angle  of  decadence  by  the 
cosme  of  the  angle  of  the — ,  etc. "  Then 
you  begin  to  say  things  about  Cuthberts 
parentage. 

He  insists  on  fixing  the  house  victrola 
whether  it  needs  it  or  not,  and  invariably 
puts  it  into  such  a  state  of  condition  that 
it  goes  into  the  hospital  and  the  budget. 
— "Oh,  they're  using  those  kind  of 
springs  now,  are  they?"  Or  he  blows 
out  every  fuse  in  the  house  trying  to 
prove  that  just  because  an  ohm  is  the  ac- 
cepted unit  of  resistance,  a  volt  won't  do 
just  as  well.  "Hell,  Steinmetz  was  great, 
sure  he  was.  But  he  made  his  mistakes. 
Now  he — but  I." 

Hurray  for  the  Physics  major.  Hur- 
ray for  Cuthbert  Testube.  But  look 
quick  when  he  bears  down  on  you  with 
a  fanatic  gleam  in  his  eyes  and  a  sheaf 
of  papers  and  a  physic  book  in  his  hands. 
Or,  at  least  wait  till  he  gets  better  than  a 
D  in  his  major  so  you  can  make  believe 
you're  interested  anyhow.  After  all,  he 
still  owes  you  five  bucks  from  freshman 
year. 

♦ 

Judge:  "You  are  charged  with  pro- 
fane language  in  a  public  place.  Where 
have  you  learned  such  despicable 
words?" 

"Don't  you  remember  I  caddied  for 
you  last  summer?" 


for 


"Have  you  heard  that  I  am  running 


mayor 


"No,  sir,  I   have  not  been  financially 
informed  of  that  fact. "' 


"Hullo,     sheen     Oshcar     here'n     lash 
hour?" 

"Yes,  he  was  here." 

"J'notice  if  I  wash  with  him?" 


"Where's  the  man  who's  on  the  hun- 
ger strike?" 

"Oh,  he's  out  to  lunch  just  now." 


"Does  my  room  face  the  north,  south, 
east,  or  west?" 

"Neither,  it  faces  the  back." 


"I'm  sick,  call  an  undertaker." 
"You  mean  a  doctor,  don't  you?" 
"No,   sir,    I    won't    have    anything   to 
do   with  these  middle-men." 


Pianist:     "Ah,  the  melody  of  that  last 
number  I  played  haunts  me." 
"It  should,  the  way  you  murdered  it." 


Watch 


LORD'S 


row 


Fountain  Square 


Evanston's  Own  Store 


LORD'S    OFFERS    THIS    EXCLUSIVE    ENSEMBLE 
FROM    THEIR   "MISS   JUNIOR"   SECTION  .  .  .  . 


CHENEY  SILK   FROCK       Both  For 

and  5 

SHAMMY- VELOUR  JACKET 


DOin  ror 

16 


50 


Truly  a  fashion  "scoop"  for  ordinarily  dresses  of  Cheney 

silk  would  sell  at  $16.50 — in  this  special 

event  the  ensemble  is  $16,501 


Bruyere  strap  tennis  frock  of 
Cheney's  washable  white  silk 
accompanied  by  this  smart 
stitched  coat  of  Shammy 
Velour  in  contrasting  colors. 
Sizes  13,  15,  17. 


Cluster  pleats  and  smart  tuck- 
ing add  chic  to  this  dress  of 
Cheney's  silk  m  pink  or  yel- 
low with  matching  coat  of 
Shammy  'Velour.  Sizes  13, 
15.  17. 


In  the  Aliis  Junior  Section — LORD  S — Second  Floor 
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The  crime  iii^ave,  too, 
strikes  a  breaii^ifi'ater 


Police  Radio  is  "joining  the  force"  in  nianv  a  citv — acting  as  a  break- 


water in  checking  the  surge  of  criminal  activity  .  .  .The  apparatus  the 


An  alarm!  Head-      police  are  using  comes  out  of  the  telephone  workshop.  It  is  logical  that 

quarters  radios  it 
to  cruising  cars. 

Western  Electric  should  make  the  equipment,  drawing  on  a  fifty-year 
experience  as  manufacturer  of  telephones  for  the  Bell  System  .  .  .  Serv- 

This  engineer's 

ing  this  vast  organization  is  a  huge  responsibility.  Carrying  it  out  means       "precinct"   is    a 

laboratory. 

keeping  an  open  mind  on  new  methods  of  manufacture,  new  sources  of 


supply,  new  channels  of  distribution.    It  means  welcoming  and  taking 

Caught  —  because 

the     radio    sared        nut  r  ii-i-ii  i  •  n- 

precious  minutes.      •""   advantage  ot   every   wortu-wliile   aul    that   modern   science   oticrs 


Western  Etectrk 

M^anufacturers. .  Purchasers     T)istributors 
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Dedicated  to  those  of  the  Seniors  who 
are    trying    to    graduate.     They're    cer- 
tainly in  a  grave  situation. 


Morse  Johnson 
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NORTHWESTERN  U  FOOEYS 


Believing  that  baleful  meanderings  are  more  useful  than 
beneficent  beatitudes,  we  take  our  pen  in  hand  to  smack  a  few 
of  the  various  parts  of  that  debilitated  body  known  as  North- 
western University  to  the  world  at  large,  but  more  affectionately 
termed  Northwestern  University  by  those  of  us  on  the  inside. 

The  first  fallacy  to  come  to  your  attention  is  that  eight  million 
rocks  in  the  Wilson  foundation  (keep  your  shirt  on).  So  far 
as  we  can  see,  this  money  has  brought  exactly  two  changes  to 
the  old  school.  One  is  the  pair  of  signs  which  grace  the 
campus,  saying:  "'Northwestern  University."  The  other  is  the 
recent  rise  in  tuition — probably  put  into  effect  to  pay  for  the 
signs.  (The  signs  may  have  been  a  good  idea,  at  that.  At 
least,  they  keep  the  misinformed  from  thinking  that  they  are 
witnessing  the  architectural  exhibits  of  the  various  countries 
partaking  of  the  World's  Fair  in  Grant  Park.) 

Secondly,  we  approach  the  Achilles  tendon  of  the  place,  the 
aforementioned  buildings.     (Unless  our  physiology  is  at  fault. 


the  Achilles  tendon  is  located  right  close  to  the  heel,  if  you 
know  what  we  mean.)  We  figure  that  the  delay  in  building 
the  Deering  Library  has  been  caused  by  the  fact  that  the  higher- 
ups  can't  discover  a  type  of  archaictecture  of  which  we  haven't 
an  example  now.  Furthermore,  we  suggest  to  the  building 
committee  that  the  deserted  Coast  Guard  Station  be  converted 
into  a  yacht  club;  its  style  fits  in  very  nicely  with  that  of 
beloved  Old  College  (or  perhaps  the  station  might  be  con- 
verted into  a  stable  for  old  ponies). 

Next,  we  work  out  on  the  spleen.  This  is,  of  course,  the 
Student  Congress,  at  which  students  and  professors  air  their 
eriefs.  It  usuallv  amounts  to  a  session  in  which  about  five 
people  get  up  and  foam  at  the  mouth  long  enough  to  make 
the  ventilation  bad;  after  that  they  adjourn  for  lunch.  The  aft- 
ernoon session  results  in  a  heated  discussion  which  is  always 
terminated  by  a  motion  resolving  that  "a  committee  be  ap- 
pointed to  recommend  to  the  next  annual  Congress  that  some- 
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thing  be  done  about  something  sometime."  The  whole  thing 
reminds  us  of  that  beautiful  paradox  in  which  the  bull  threw 
the  senator. 

Then  there's  always  the  Circus,  the  World's  Greatest  Colle- 
giate Circus.  This,  we  solemnly  aver  and  steadfastly  affirm, 
is  a  machination  of  the  administration,  which  believes  that  such 
an  activity  in  the  month  of  May  will  make  for  more  flunks,  and 
therefore  more  special  exams  at  12.00  a  throw;  possibly  a  few 
reregistrations,  by  people  who  might  otherwise  have  graduated, 
at  S168.50  per  each.  The  Circus  in  the  past  four  years  has 
steadily  deteriorated  until  it  has  now  reached  the  point  where 
it  appears  to  be  built  around  Act  6,  featuring  the  "Flying 
Angulars,"  an  annual  stunt  full  of  trapeze  performers  who 
furnish  all  the  more  proof  for  dear  old  Charley  Darwin. 

In  connection  with  the  Circus  there  appears  the  Barker.  This 
sheet,  we  have  been  asked  to  announce,  is  intended  to  be  a 
scandle  sheet.  "The 
giving  of  the  editor- 
ship to  the  Phi  Kaps 
this  year  was  not  a 
political  move," 
stated  Preston  Weir, 
ex-Circus  Silly.  "We 
felt  on  the  contrary 
that  the  Phi  Kaps 
were  the  only  people 
on  campus  who  could 
turn  out  a  paper  like 
the  one  the  Barker 
proved  to  be. '  Let 
us  hope  so,  friends, 
let  us  hope  so.  That 
gives  us  just  one  out-  ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
fit  to  deal  with. 

The  Circus  and  its  parasite,  the  Barker,  make  up,  in  our 
estimation,  the  liver  and  the  bile  duct  of  the  body  we  are  still 
talking  about. 

Naturally,  our  next  thought,  if  any,  would  be  Publications. 
Here's  the  bitter  pill  of  Northwestern.  Every  student  swallows 
this  one;  if  you  don't  believe  it,  snatch  a  look  at  some  of  the 
bills  we  get.  What  with  the  1932  Syllabus  coming  out  in  1932, 
the  Daily  tilled  up  with  exchanges  from  the  Saskatchewan  Daily 
Beagle,  M.S.  full  of  scrawl,  and  the  Parrot  depressed,  what  do 
we  get  for  our  dough  .  .  .  the  dough  we  had  to  work  so  hard 
to  get  .  .  .  out  of  our  parents.     Do  we  have  to  tell  you? 

We'll  call  the  next  item  the  neck.  (We  don't  want  to  get 
any  tougher  than  that.)  "Hours  for  women."  Know  you  not 
that  anything  that  can  be  done  before  midnight  can  be  done 
before  twelve — and  probably  will  be?  The  hell  you  don't! 
Under  the  present  system  our  gals  are  forced  to  get  their  nico- 
tine in  parked  cars  outside  of  the  sorority  houses.  That  leads  to 
the  catching  of  colds  and  the  filling  of  the  infirmary,  which  is 
usually  loaded  with  trenchmouth  cases,  anyhow. 

Of  course,  the  next  number  has  to  be  athletics.  This,  we 
opine,  is  the  backbone  of  the  place.  Without  athletics  where 
woukl  all  the  money  come  from  to  pay  the  professors  who  flunk 
the  athletes?  Furthermore,  without  athletics  what  is  there 
about  this  school  that  will  attract  the  women? 

Not  only  that,  there  is  the  heart  of  college,  class  parties.    Due 


to  a  chronic  case  of  pernicious  anemia,  this  organ  hasn't  been 
functioning  so  well  of  late.  It  is  our  belief  that  class  parties 
are  fostered  by  the  National  Mystic  Order  of  Dress  Suit  Renters. 
This  is  the  only  thing  that  is  really  apparent  about  the  whole 
business  (as  the  cat  said  when  she  led  in  the  twelve  kittens). 

The  Governing  Bodies  make  up  the  most  nervous  system  in 
the  place.  Half  the  time  they  don't  know  what  to  do;  the 
other  half  of  the  time  they  spend  in  figuring  out  how  to  do  it. 
We  refer  to  W.  S.  G.  A.,  and  others  of  its  ilk,  such  as  the  Board 
of  Supervision,  and  the  Student  Stencil.  These  outfits  are  for- 
ever making  resolutions  that  something  be  done.  Which  is  a 
good  thing  in  itself,  and  quite  a  bit  more  than  we  have  any 
right  to  expect  them  to  do,  according  to  past  actions. 

Our  next  consideration,  the  Navy  Unit,  demands  special  atten- 
tion. Patient  research  indicates  that  as  a  unit  the  Navy  ranks 
second  in  the  esteem  of  the  campus  only  to  the  Army  Unit.    As 

a  scheme  for  the  an- 
nexing three  or  four 
pretty  fair  babes  to 
pair  up  with  some  of 
the  battalion  leaders, 
the  whole  idea  has  its 
points. 

Since  every  duly 
constituted  body  sim- 
ply must  have  a  few 
vestigial  organs,  we 
nominate  the  Men's 
Union.  Yes,  sir,  the 
Men's  Union  suits 
us.  We  underwear 
^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^  it'll  end  up,  if  ever. 
^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^*  The    feet   of    our 

corporeal  body,  well 
represented  by  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  deserve  a  few  well  chosen  bro- 
mides. Boyer  and  Griffin  are  the  Life  Buoys  we  mean.  We 
mean  these  buoys  ought  to  get  life.  Every  year  the  Y  has  a  drive 
for  money.  That,  coupled  with  the  dough  mangled  out  of  the 
campus  by  the  Circus,  is  always  enough  to  buy  a  couple  of  new 
Chevrolets  for  the  heads.  The  secretary's  salary  comes  out  of 
this,  too,  it  is  alleged.  The  balance,  we  suppose,  is  earning  three 
per  cent  in  some  bank. 

No  anatomy  would  be  entirely  complete  without  brief  men- 
tion of  the  tongue,  in  this  case  the  School  of  Speech  (the  wag- 
gin'  tongue).  And  no  mention  of  the  tongue  would  be  com- 
plete without  a  crack  about  dramatics.  So  now  we  come  to 
the  Thalians,  or  is  it  the  Thespians?  Probably  the  briefest 
description  of  the  whole  thing  is  that  it  is  filletl  with  women, 
and,  some  say,  with  men. 

We  wouldn't  be  at  all  surprised  if  you  have  gathered  the 
impression  that  we  are  somewhat  dissatisfied.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  we  are;  and  in  spite  of  it  all,  we  still  think  this  is  the  best 
of  all  possible  schools.  You  can  go  over  the  whole  country  and 
find  enough  things  to  gripe  about.  And  you  can  go  over  this 
school  and  find  things  to  yell  about,  which  we  haven't  even 
mentioned.  And  when  you  get  all  through,  you'll  probably  sit 
down  and  think  it  over  and  come  to  the  conclusion  that  you 
like  the  place  pretty  well,  anyhow,  even  if  you  can't  think  up 
any  reason  for  it  offhand.    And  so,  ave  atque  vale. 


NINE 


P  U  R  P  L  E/<>^P  A  R  ROT 


ILLUSION  and  DISILLUSION 


By    Harry    L.    Arnold 


The  moon,  a  yellow  crescent  of  happi- 
ness, hung  listlessly  in  the  starry  sky  of 
a  late  June  evening.  The  breezes,  tinged 
with  an  odor  of  early  roses,  blew  gently 
in  from  the  lake,  where  the  waves  sofdy 
lapped  the  sandy  beach.  Music  and  love 
and  happiness — all  things  associated  with 
life  and  youth  were  in  the  air.  Jack 
Marcy,  his  handsome  face  palely  illumi- 
nated by  the  light  of  the  moon,  presented 
an  appearance  singularly  out  of  tune 
with  the  pulsating  night  which  en- 
veloped him.  His  face  suggested 
thought;  yes,  deep  thought,  and  even 
more  tragic,  serious  thought.  His  mind 
was  forming  pictures  of  orchids,  and 
candy  and  that  beautiful  necklace  with 
the  Sigma  crest  on  it  which  he  had  given 
her  last  week.  And  the  party  that  night; 
she  had  not  seemed  the  same;  she'd 
seemed  cold  and  distant,  and  when  they 
were  out  on  the  terrace  at  the  club,  he 
had  kissed  her.  He  might  just  as  well 
have  kissed  her  picture.  The  blond  curls 
had  nestled  on  his  coat  lapel  as  before, 
but  her  voice  was  strained  and  those  eyes 
which  used  to  look  into  his  with  a  sweet 
frankness  had  looked  away.  Something 
that  he  could  not  understand  had  come 
between  them  in  the  last  couple  of  days. 
For  three  months  he  had  followed  her 
every  movement;  she  was  popular,  and 
had  been  so  when  he  was  first  attracted 
to  her  that  morning  in  front  of  College 
Hall. 

Somehow  he  had  come  to  look  upon 
her  as  his  own.  He  had  taken  her  to  the 
Sigma  party  the  night  before,  and  to- 
night she  had  taken  him  to  her  party, 
but  there  was  certainly  something  en- 
tirely wrong  somewhere.  He  had  played 
fast  and  loose  through  three  years  of  col- 
lege, but  in  the  last  couple  of  months 
he  had  found  something  solid,  something 
to  tie  to,  something  to  make  him  look 


forward  to  the  time  when  there  would 
be  something  to  work  for  and  care  for, 
It  was  funny  how  his  whole  life  had 
been  changed.  In  these  last  few  months 
a  goal  had  slowly  but  steadily  formed 
itself  in  front  of  him.  He  tried  to  re- 
member her  as  he  had  seen  her  when 
she  waved  good-night  from  the  door. 
Tall,  yet  not  too  tall,  a  delicately  modeled 
face,  golden  head,  and  a  smile  that  had 
cob-webbed  his  flask  and  blown  the  dust 
from  his  ideals.  Yes,  Mary  was  wonder- 
ful, but  the  whole  world  was  somewhere 
wrong  to-night. 

Abruptly  a  jarring  voice  cut  in  on  his 
dreams  and  he  realized  that  his  roadster 
had  found  its  way  into  the  drive  of  the 
Sigma  house.  Yes,  they  were  talking  to 
him — that  was  his  name.  He  climbed 
mechanically  out  of  the  car,  removed  the 
keys  and  slouched  toward  the  steps 
where  the  crowd  was  gathered. 

"Well,  here  comes  love  sick,  how's 
him's  little  poop-poop  a  doop,  does  her 
still  loves  him."  That  would  be  his  room- 
mate that  just  couldn't  get  used  to  the 
idea  that  the  female  is  more  deadly  than 
the  male. 

"Wake  up  little  boy,  and  mama  will 
tuck  him  in  his  little  bed,  or  does  little 
Jackie  want  to  lose  hims  pants  in  a 
brotherly  little  poker  game." 

He  couldn't  stand  this  sort  of  thing,  he 
was  too  busy  trying  to  think.  He  was 
wondering,  wondering,  wondering  what 
had  happened  to  that  bit  of  sweet  fem- 
ininity that  he  had  come  to  think  of  as 
his  Mary.  He  had  given  up  Sue,  and 
Jane,  and  Betty,  and  that  pretty,  young 
widow  that  lived  in  cheerful  solitude  half 
way  up  from  the  business  part  of  the  city. 
7\nd  now,  when  all  seemed  to  be  work- 
ing so  well,  when  he  had  at  last  become 
serious  about  life,  something  had  gone 
wrontr. 


He  groped  his  way  to  the  second  floor, 
fished  for  his  key,  and  let  himself  into 
that  lonesome  room  occupied  only  by 
moonbeams  and  a  picture  of  Mary.  It 
took  what  seemed  to  him  to  be  hours 
to  undress,  but  finally  his  tired  head 
found  the  pillow,  and  Morpheus  with  his 
laudanum  brushed  the  troublesome 
thoughts   from   that   handsome   brow. 

He  woke  up  at  ten,  remembered  that 
he  had  four  classes  that  day,  and  then 
went  back  to  sleep;  a  thoughtful  fresh- 
man woke  him  in  time  for  lunch  and 
the  afternoon  dragged  away;  then  dinner 
and  the  prospect  of  a  long  lonesome  eve- 
ning, for  Mary  had  told  him  that  she  had 
a  date  that  night.  At  seven  he  had  gone 
through  the  better  part  of  a  package  of 
cigarettes,  at  eight  he  was  wondering  if 
there  was  a  swallow  of  gin  in  the  house, 
and  at  nine  he  was  beseiged  by  a  delega- 
tion of  four  fraternity  brothers  who  re- 
quested that  he  accompany  them  on  a 
short  beering  expedition  to  the  west 
suburbs.  He  resisted  at  first,  but  then 
on  second  thought,  she  would  never 
know,  and  a  couple  of  steins  for  socia- 
bility sake  would  never  do  any  harm  to 
anybody.  Getting  out  for  a  while  would 
take  his  mind  off  his  trouJiles.  At  nine- 
thirty  he  was  in  a  top  coat,  and  wheeling 
out  of  Sigma's  drive  with  a  bunch  of 
healthy,  noisy,  hell-raising  young  stu- 
dents crowding  the  rumble  seat  and  over- 
flowing onto  the  running  board.  The 
trip  to  Sam's  place  at  about  sixty  miles 
an  hour  with  the  cool  [une  breeze  in  his 
face  did  much  to  raise  his  drooping 
spirits. 

As  the  eighth  stein  of  green  beer 
burned  down  his  throat  he  began  to 
think  less  of  Mary  and  more  of  a  pent 
up  exuberance  which  had  been  accruing 
over  the  period  of  his  two  months  excur- 
sion   along    the    paths    of    righteousness. 
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His  spirits  were  back  on  the  up-grade, 
and  his  mind  stimulated  by  etherized 
beer,  was  turned  toward  natural 
thoughts.  He  was  thinking  of  love,  a 
healthy  unrestrained  love,  taking  its  own 
natural  road  untrammeled  by  conven- 
tions. Another  stein  or  two  had  gurgled 
to  a  restless  berth  in  his  stomach  before 
he  got  the  gang  herded  into  his  car  and 
headed  back  for  the  house.  He  would 
unload  this  crowd  of  kids,  he  thought, 
and  then  down  to  Bess's.  The  young 
widow  frequently  had  a  party  down 
there  on  Saturday  night,  he  remembered, 
and  always  a  plenteous  supply  of  good 
liquor.  Someone  in  the  rumble  seat  had 
bought  some  whiskey  and  was  shoving 
the  bottle  over  his  shoulder. 

The  quart  was  almost  gone  when  they 
pulled  into  the  Sigma  drive,  where  a 
bunch  of  very  drunken  boys  piled  out, 
to  make  their  insecure  way  to  the  sweet 
privacy  of  their  rooms,  there  to  sit  up 
straight  in  their  chairs,  trying  to  keep 
their  eyes  open  and  at  the  same  time  to 
keep  that  silly  old  moon  from  changing 
size  every  two  or  three  seconds,  fack 
was  speeding  toward  the  city,  his  foot 
resting  heavily  on  the  accelerator,  his 
thoughts  concerned  with  that  cozy 
apartment,  a  foaming  cocktail,  and  last, 
but  unquestionably  indispensable,  that 
lovely,  worldly-wise  widow.  Red  lights 
and  green  lights  meant  little  to  him.  He 
was  on  his  way  to  life  and  happiness, 
and  police  and  laws  either  of  man's  mak- 
ing or  of  God's  were  not  to  stand  in  his 
way.  A  consoling  thought  snuggled 
comfortably  into  the  back  of  his  mind. 
The  crowd  at  school  had  never  known  of 
his  wild  oats;  he  had  lived  a  model  life 
as  far  as  they  were  concerned,  and  the 
bunch  that  he  had  met  at  Bess's  were 
none  of  them  college  students.  They 
were  no  longer  children,  but  men  and 
women  who  had  a  comfortable,  unre- 
stricted outlook  on  life  and  other 
people's  husbands  and  wives.  He  need 
have  no  fear  of  meeting  any  of  the  gang 
from  school  there;  he  could  disport  him- 
self as  he  pleased  with  no  fear  of  detec- 
tion. After  a  half  hour's  furious  driving, 
he  pulled  his  car  up  to  the  curb  in  front 
of  a  prosperous,  newly  built  apartment 
building;  and  with  a  thrill  of  expectancy 
and  pending  pleasure,  holy  or  otherwise, 
dashed  up  the  steps  and  pressed  the  litde 
buzzer  button,  then  put  his  ear  to  the 


phone.  In  a  second  he  heard  a  feminine 
voice  say  "hello."  "It's  me,  darling.  Jack 
Marcy,"  he  answered  in  a  hoarse  whis- 
per. He  was  answered  by  a  happy  little 
cry  and  the  buzzing  which  signified  that 
the  hall  door  had  been  unlocked.  He 
climbed  the  stairs  to  the  third  floor  in 
anything  but  a  dignified  fashion,  to  be 
met  at  the  top  by  a  wave  of  feminine 
charms  which  seemed  to  melt  around  his 
neck  and  force  his  breath  to  seek  outlet 
from  his  lungs  in  short,  half-stifled  gasps. 
He  kissed  her  and  held  her  close,  rev- 
elling in  the  sweet  sensuousness  so  mad- 


deningly thrilling  and  so  enticingly 
promising  of  love  to  be  freely  given  for 
love  freely  received.  Sounds  of  revelry 
came  to  their  ears  as  they  stood  there,  and 
she  hastened  to  explain  to  him  that  a 
crowd  has  just  dropped  in  on  her,  but 
that  they  would  go  early.  .  .  .  She  was 
insistent  that  he  come  in,  have  a  few 
drinks,  and  meet  the  gang.  They  slipped 
into  the  living  room  of  the  apartment  the 
"main"  decorations  of  which,  when  seen 
dimly  through  a  haze  of  cigarette  smoke, 
pierced  by  the  very  feeble  rays  of  a 
heavily  shaded  floor  lamp,  consisted  of 
three     cocktail     shakers     being     rapidly 


emptied  by  a  happy,  carefree  bunch  of 
young  folks.  They  were  draped  over 
davenports  and  easy  chairs  in  that  spirit 
of  easy,  unconventional  freedom  which 
full  cocktail  shakers  have  a  tendency  to 
develop  in  no  time  at  all.  A  glass  was 
pressed  into  his  hand,  and  with  his  arm 
about  the  diminutive  waist  of  the  fair 
widow,  he  lost  no  time  in  entering  into 
the  spirit  of  ginnish  familiarity.  He 
could  vaguely  remember  having  emptied 
several  glasses,  and  he  was  no  longer  par- 
ticular about  whose  waist  he  encom- 
passed with  a  loving  arm,  and  no-one 
seemed  particularly  worried  about  whose 
arm  encompassed  her  waist.  Kisses  were 
freely  received  and  freely  given,  and 
Bacchus  and  Pan  were  in  the  height 
of  their  pleasurable  but  doubtfully  virtu- 
ous power.  He  had  wandered  over  to 
the  cocktail  shakers  and  was  supposedly 
on  his  way  back  to  where  he  had  started 
from,  when  he  bumped  into  something. 
Yes,  thank  heaven  it  was  a  davenport 
which  softly  and  gently  received  him. 
Thankfully  he  sank  down,  and  allowed 
his  heavy  head  to  snuggle  comfortably 
against  a  soft  white  neck  which  some- 
how had  got  very  conveniently  into  that 
particular  corner  of  that  particular  daven- 
port. It  was  so  nice  to  have  nothing  to 
do  but  lie  there  with  a  snowy  white  neck 
to  pillow  one's  head  on;  and  she  was 
playing  with  his  hair;  he  liked  that;  she 
wasn't  pulling  it — just  gently  caressing 
it,  and  occasionally  running  her  hand 
through  its  dishevelled  mass;  that  was 
great;  some  people  could  play  with  your 
hair  and  do  it  just  right,  and  then  there 
were  others  who  made  such  a  mess  of 
such  a  simple  procedure.  He  would  stay 
there  forever  with  no  where  to  go  and  no 
desire  to  go  there.  Something  hard  was 
cutting  into  his  cheek,  and  he  raised  his 
heavy  head  with  an  effort,  to  move 
whatever  it  was  that  was  hurting  him. 
There  now,  that  was  better.  My,  but 
people  could  have  a  good  time  if  they 
only  knew  how  to  go  about  it.  He  could 
see  vaguely,  through  the  dim,  foggy 
atmosphere,  people  amusing  themselves. 
By  gosh,  it  took  a  widow  to  give  a  party. 
He  was  going  to  have  to  come  down  here 
oftener.  The  girl  with  the  nice,  com- 
fortable neck  was  yelling  something 
across  the  room  to  somebody,  and  now 
that  hard  thing  was  cutting  into  his 
cheek  again.     Damnit!     What  did  trirls 
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have  to  wear  jewelry  in  such  uncon- 
venient  places  for?  He  was  kind  of 
curious  to  see  what  this  particular  girl 
looked  like,  but  it  was  so  far  to  move 
one's  head,  and  it  was  such  an  effort  to 
see — aw,  what  difference  did  it  make 
anyway?  But  he  would  have  to  move  that 
bauble  that  was  making  an  otherwise 
pleasant  situation  very  uncomfortable. 
He  got  it  into  his  hand  somehow.  Well, 
as  long  as  he  had  hold  of  the  darn  thing 
he  might  as  weW  find  out  what  it  was. 
It  was  hard  to  see.  He  brushed 
imaginary  veils  away  from  his  eyes,  and 
tried  to  inspect  it  more  closely.  He  could 
have  asked  the  girl,  but,  from  the  way 
she  was  acting,  he  doubted  that  she 
\\-ould  be  able  to  understand  him  e\en 
if  he  were  able  to  straighten  out  his  con- 
fused brain  and  fogged  vocal  chords  long 
enough  to  make  himself  ask  the  question. 
Well,  he  would  try  once  more  to  figure 
this  damn  thing  out.  He  bent  all  of  his 
wasted  determination  in  concentration  on 
the  trinket  which  he  held  in  his  hand. 
Hmmm.  that  was  peculiar,  there  was 
something  mighty  familiar  about  that. 
Where  in  the  devil  had  he  seen  some- 
thing like  that  before.  Oh,  yes,  now  he 
remembered,  that  was  the  Sigma  crest. 
Well,  what  a  place  to  find  that — yes, 
and  the  rest  of  the  necklace  looked  fa- 
miliar. Why  to  be  sure,  it  was  exactly 
like  the  one  that  he  had  given  Mary 
a  couple  of  weeks  before.  But  that  neck- 
lace had  been  made  to  order;  funny  that 
someone  else  should  get  the  same  idea. 
A  thought  was  prying  in  the  back  of  his 
mind  fighting  for  countenance;  the  rev- 
elry around  him  faded  from  his  con- 
sciousness. No,  that  couldn't  be  possible; 
not  here,  not  in  this  drunken  debauch, 
not  his  Mary.  God  no,  it  wasn't  possible. 
Why,  she  was  an  angel!  For  her  he  had 
given  up  the  old  life.  She  was  his  in- 
spiration for  good.  His  mind  was  play- 
ing him  tricks  to  punish  him  for  this 
step  from  the  path  of  virtue  to  which  he 
had  adhered  of  late  in  an  effort  to  make 
himself  in  a  small  way  worthy  of  her. 
She  would  have  recognized  him,  if  it  had 
been  she — well,  perhaps  she  wouldn't  at 
that,  if  the  way  she  was  acting  was  anv 
index  to  her  condition.  By  summoning 
all  of  his  strength  in  one  effort,  he  raised 
himself  to  an  elbow  and  looked  into  a 
well-modeled  face,  decorated  with  a  pair 
of  brilliantly  red  lips,  a  pair  of  flashing 


dimples,  surmounted  by  a  wealth  of 
beautiful  blonde  curls.  Life  seemed  to 
stop;  his  blood  no  longer  seemed  to  cir- 
culate in  its  normal  manner;  he  went 
cold  from  head  to  foot;  he  couldn't 
seem  to  control  his  paralyzed  throat 
muscles  to  say  anything.  He  pulled  him- 
self to  his  feet  somehow  and  made  a 
staggering  dash  for  the  door.  .  .  .  Down 
those  three  flights  of  stairs,  and  out  into 
the  clean,  open  air.  He  tried  to  think, 
tried  to  excuse  her,  tried  to  explain  to 
himself  that  he  was  seeing  things, 
pinched  himself  to  make  sure  that  he  had 
not  been  asleep  and  had  a  bad  dream. 
He  was  stunned;  felled  by  the  crudest 
blow  he  had  yet  received  in  his  voung 
life.  It  couldn't  be  true:  there  was  a 
mistake  somewhere. 

The  sun  was  shining  in  his  eyes,  and 
sleep,  chased  away  by  the  dancing  sun- 
beams, freed  him  from  her  toils.  My 
God  what  a  nightmare,  what  a  silly  fan- 
tastic trick  dreams  had  played  on  him. 
But  now,  wait  a  minute.  An  axe  was 
hammering  away  right  in  the  middle  of 
his  forehead,  and  the  reflection  in  the 
mirror  showed  a  pale  face  which  was 
mighty  suggestive  of  something  beside  or 
other  beside  a  good  night's  sleep.  It  all 
came  back  to  him:  that  trip  out  to  Sam's, 
that  ride  to  the  city,  the  widow,  and  then 
there  was  something  else.  Mary  was  in 
the  picture  somewhere.  Yes.  now  he  re- 
membered. He  took  up  her  picture. 
Damnit!  she  was  sweet,  and  then  a  vision 
of  noise,  and  bloodshot  eyes,  and 
drunken  kisses  took  form  in  his  con- 
science. Someone  was  pounding  on  his 
door.  Its  opening  disclosed  a  freshman 
standing  there  with  a  letter,  a  special  de- 
livery letter,  in  his  hand.  The  writing 
was  familiar.  That  was  .Mary's  writing, 
there  could  be  no  mistaking  that.  He 
was  nervous,  panic-stricken.  He  opened 
the  letter  with  fingers  which  were  clumsy 
by  \irtue  of  their  trembling.  A  sweet 
odor  which  he  had  come  to  associate  with 
Mary  swept  from  its  delicately,  orange 
tinted  pages. 
"Dear  lack: 

"I  am  afraid  that  I  have  hurt  you  ter- 
ribh,  and  I  don't  know  where  to  start 
or  how  to  explain.  You  have  been  so 
sweet  to  me,  and  so  considerate  of  my 
happiness,  or  what  you  supposed  to  be 
my  happiness,  that  vour  pain  makes  me 
seem  small  and  ungrateful. 


"You  were  too  good,  Jack,  for  me.  I 
love  life,  and  laughter,  and  unconfined 
happiness,  and  Love  for  love's  sake;  and, 
Jack,  you  were  saintly.  I  have  been  run- 
ning around  with  a  young  married 
crowd  not  in  school,  and  I  have  been 
having  the  time  of  my  life.  When  I 
was  with  you  I  seemed  in  the  presence  of 
a  God,  and  I  just  couldn't  have  a  good 
time  being  so  good.  Please  forgive  me. 
I  tried  to  show  you  the  night  of  our 
party  that  we  couldn't  go  on.  I  liked 
you  a  lot,  and  it  was  hard  to  do;  but 
dear,  we  just  weren't  alike,  and  I  am 
sure  that  it  is  much  better  as  it  has  all 
turned  out. 

"Try  to  forgi\e  me.  Jack.  I  couldn't 
help  it. 

"Your  friend  always,  I  hope, 

M.\RY. 

The  sweetly  scented  orange  paper  flut- 
tered to  the  floor.  It  was  noon,  the 
widow  would  be  just  getting  up.  He 
hoped  that  there  wouldn't  be  a  crowd 
there  tonight.  A  flask  was  fished  out 
from  under  a  mess  of  shirts  and  under- 
wear, and  a  few  minutes  later  a  dime 
clicked  in  the  telephone  in  the  downstairs 
booth. 


Old  Lifer  to  new  prisoner:     "There's 
bars  in  them  thar  windows. " 

■*■ 

Ashes  to  ashes. 
Dust  to  dust. 
If  the  rubber's  no  good. 
The  garter'U  bust. 


Little  Boy:  Mother,  why  don't  mar- 
ried people  sav,  "Now  I  lay  me  down  to 
sleep?" 


"Ha,  ha,  that's  a  yolk  on  me,"  said  the 
Swedish  lady  as  she  dropped  an  egg  on 
her  chest. 

"Exchange." 

• 

Murad:  "Wadda  ya  do  when  you 
wear  vour  bathing  suit  out?" 

Sang  Froid:  "I  wear  it  back,  if  noth- 
ing happens." 

"M:<gifHmp." 


Bov:     "Say,  honey,  what  have  you  got 
on  for  tonight?" 

Girl:     "Nothing  I  couldn't  get  out  of 
for  you,  tlear." 

"]VicIoii'." 


TWELVE 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


POLLYANNA 


Well,  dear  bretheren  and  sistern,  here 
we  are  again  to  satiate  your  sadistic  de- 
sires. Your  dear  old  Aunt  Polly  has  not 
been  asleep  in  the  last  month,  but  rather 
feigning  sleep  with  one  eye  open,  and  be- 
lieve us,  she  saw  plenty.  There  will  be 
much  sad  weeping  at  the  well  known  bar 
(or  one  of  the  bars)  when  this  puts  out 
to  see. 


You  might  think  that  the  would-be 
Scandal  sheet  which  just  dared  to  make 
its  appearance  around  here  would  take  all 
of  our  copy,  but  never  fear.  We  say 
"make  its  appearance"  because  we  can't 
imagine  anyone  having  the  audacity  to 
take  the  responsibility  for  the  perpetra- 
tion of  such  a  hoax.  We  guess  it  just 
happened.  We  call  it  the  "sandal"  sheet 
because  it  ought  to  be  under  foot,  or 
stepped  on.  It  sure  is  a  fine  advertising 
medium,  and  the  only  really  interesting 
facts  that  were  left  out  is  that  there  is 
Sheridan  road  is  a  street  and  that  Lake 
Michigan  borders  Chicago. 


Your  dear  Aunt  Polly  read  with  you  a 
notice  in  the  Daily  a  couple  of  weeks 
ago  to  the  effect  that  at  one  time  Sigma 
Apple  Epiglottis  had  a  real,  honest-to- 
goodness,  natural  female  member.  Well, 
we've  got  better  news  than  that  for  you. 
We  have  just  received  word  from  a  very 
reliable  source  that  the  cook  at  the  S.  A. 
E.  house  at  Wisconsin  also  wears  the 
badge  of  the  club.  She  is  supposed  to 
be  a  venerable  old  lady  with  white  hair, 
but  our  information  leaves  us  in  the  dark 
as  to  the  rest  of  the  color  combination. 


Probably  the  best  copy  that  we  have 
for  this  department  is  that  famous  or  de- 
famous  Gamma  Phi  freshman  who  has 
been  shocking  herself  and  the  Dean's  of- 
fice all  winter  with  refreshing  dips 
through  the  ice.  Last  Saturday  evening 
this  same  girl  was  seen  in  Cooley's  Cup- 
board autographing  the  bottom  of  an  ash 
tray  for  an  Illinois  Kappa  Sig.  The  con- 
trast between  the  icy  waters  of  Lake 
Michigan  and  an  ash  tray  may  seem  at 
first  paradoxical,  but  on  second  examina- 
tion, you  will  find  that  they  both  are  darn 
good   fire   extinguishers.     All   this   may 


have  some  hidden  insinuation.  If  you 
can  find  it,  write  to  Aunt  Polly  and  re- 
ceive ten  thousand  free  votes  on  a  fine, 
well-rounded  1890  bustle  which  was  to 
have  been  given  at  the  Circus  to  the  negro 
sitting  above  the  water  tank.  He  un- 
questionably had  the  best  seat  at  the 
circus. 

Listen,  dears,  did  you  or  did  you  not, 
see  Ray  Sullivan  in  his  soup  and  fish 
in  the  middle  of  the  centre  ring  at  the 
circus.''  You  know,  darlings,  some  day 
your  Aunt  Polly  is  going  to  take  you  to 
see  little  Rayie  in  his  stripes  in  the  mid- 
dle of  a  nice  sunny  cell.  We  are  con- 
vinced now  that  Ray  belongs  in  a  circus, 
but  not  as  a  ringmaster.  It's  too  bad, 
dears,  that  side  shows  are  going  out  of 
style.  With  that  voice  of  his,  the  boy 
could  make  millions  crooning  to  chip- 
munks or  bewitching  grasshoppers.  That 
dress  suit  agency  had  a  greater  interest 
in  the  circus  than  we  did. 


The  greater  inter-collegiate  Wrangler- 
circus  is  over,  and  what  do  we  have.''  An 
empty  pocketbook,  a  couple  of  good  sized 
headaches,  and  a  happy,  restful  feeling. 
The  Wranglers  finally  won  a  first  prize. 
Dears,  it's  perseverance  that  counts  in  this 
world.  Perseverance,  an  old  net,  a  couple 
of  pairs  of  borrowed  winter  underwear 
dyed  cloudy  sky  blue,  a  couple  of  mon- 
key swings,  a  gunny  sack  with  two  eye 
holes  in  it.  Circus  Solly,  and  a  lot  of 
luck:  with  these  things  anyone  can  win 
a  first  prize.  They  must  have  run  out  of 
stunts  or  something  because  the  Wrang- 
ler stunt  was  the  only  one  that  went  on 
by  itself.  We  are  hoping  that  now  the 
Wranglers  will  take  that  net,  stretch  it 
between  a  couple  of  piers  down  at  the 
lake,  and  proceed  to  catch  themselves 
in  it. 


Old  Aunt  Polly  would  like  very  much 
to  take  a  crack  at  Mr.  Garner's  column 
in  the  Daily,  but  that  was  done  to  per- 
fection in  the  Barker.  Incidentally,  that 
was  the  only  good  thing  about  the 
Barker.  So,  dear  kiddies,  we'll  off  to 
see  Pup  at  the  Fie  Fie  House,  and  thence 


to  the  Pip  where  we  will  probably  get  the 
Pip.  Etched  in  offal  by  the  old  microbe, 
Vermin  Garter.     (Keep  it  up,  Dink.) 


And  now  the  old  spinister  offers  you 
the  choice  hunk  of  the  month.  It  seems 
that  Hal  Adonis  Boyer  of  the  Fisi  Lodge 
was  discovered  one  recent  morning  in  the 
act  of  playing  a  record  by  Rudy  Vallee. 
The  hour  was  6  A.  M.,  and  Brother 
Boyer  was  standing  near  the  \'ictrola, 
gazing  into  a  mirror,  crooning  softly  the 
nonce.  Brother  James  White,  returning 
from  a  late  date,  is  said  to  have  discov- 
ered the  outrage.  In  a  recent  interview  he 
stated  that  his  first  impression  was  that 
Brother  Boyer  was  attempting  an  imita- 
tion of  the  combined  bark  and  pose  of  a 
sea-lion  when  tempted  with  a  stale  hali- 
but. Since  then  the  boys  have  referred 
to  Mr.  Boyer  as  "Rudy,"  and  some  of 
the  more  robust  alumni,  such  as  Moon 
Baker,  have  ceased  speaking  to  him,  on 
the  grounds  that  he  should  have  joined 
some  sorority  like  Sig  Alf. 

Last,  but  certainly  far  from  least,  there 
is  the  Sig  Chi  by  the  name  of  McKnight 
who  registered  at  the  infirmary  with  a 
busted  set  of  muscles.  His  story  was  so 
far-fetched  that  we  are  inclined  to  give 
more  credit  to  the  Betas'  version  which 
has  it  that  McKnight  encountered  Bill, 
their  Great  Dane,  and  came  oft  second. 


Just   another   board   meeting. 


Scene:  Court  Room  in  some  town 
other  than  Chicago. 

Judge:  Mr.  Capone,  you  are  charged 
with  vagrancy. 

Mr.  Capone:     G'wan,  de  charges  are 

false,  I  never  used  perfume  in  my  life. 

•• 

"That's   a   hell   of   a   note,"   cried   the 

pianist  as  he  struck  a  bum  key. 

^ 

What   is   more   embarrassing   than    to 

have  your  glass  eye  fall  in  the  soup.-' 

^ 

First     trumpet     to     Second     trumpet: 

Yeh,  you  get  all  the  breaks. 


THIRTEEN 


MAY  THEY  REST  IN  PEACE 


The  seniors"  illusions  about  graduation 
The  seniors"  illusions 
The  seniors. 

Paul  Sandegren's  heir-raising  contest 
Paul  Sandegren's  hair 
Paul  Sandegren. 

Sue  Pratt's  intelligence  in  her  Kappa  for- 
mal date 
Sue  Pratt's  intelligence 
Sue  Pratt. 

The  Phi  Mu  Delt"s  outlook  on  a  pledge- 
class 
The  Phi  Mu  Belt's  oudook 
The  Phi  Mu  Delts. 

The  Delts'  beer-drinking  reputation 
The  Delts'  bier 
The  Delts. 

Fido  Dilg's  lonesomeness  in  her  senior 

year 
Fido  Dilg's  lonesomeness 
Fido  Dilg. 

The  Barker  Editor's  pride  ni  his  puhl Ra- 
tion 
The  Barker  Editor's  pride 
The  Barker  Editor. 

Dink  Garner's  ability  as  a  columnist 
Dink  Garner's  ability 
Dink  Garner. 

I  he  Ireslimen  cap-burning  cercmonx 
The  freshmen  caps 
The  freshmen. 

Jo  Kno.x's  desires  tor  cold  environments 
Jo  Knox's  desires 
Jo  Knox. 

i\Lir\  Axe's  ambition  to  be  popular 
Mary  Axe's  ambition 
.\Liry  Axe. 

A  study  room's  charm  before  2  A.  M. 
A  study  room's  charm 
A  stuily  room. 

Lew   Taggett's    worries    (-)    ahoul    N'lr- 

ginia 
Lew  Taggett's  worries 
Lew  Taggett. 

The  Wranglers'  contortions  in  the  net  at 

the  circus 
The  wranglers'  contortions 
The  Wranglers. 

Frei.1  De  Cordova's  popularity  with 

women 
Fred  De  Cordova's  popularity 
Fred  Dc  Cordova. 

The  Senior's  spirit  ol  generosity 
The  Senior's  spirit 
The  Seniors. 

AlliLTta  Wootlrull's  passion  for  liquor 
Alberta  Woodruff's  passion 
Alberta  WoodrulT. 

J-iiU  Grillcn's  treedom  in  the  future 
Bill  Ctrillcn's  freedom 
Bill  GrilTen. 

OURTEEN 


P  U  R  P  L  fc 


PARROT 


The  sorority  girls"  friendship  for  the 

night  watchman 
The  sorority  girls'  friendship 
The  sorority  girls. 

Larry  Oliphant's  monopoly  of  offices 
Larry  Oliphant's  monopoly 
Larry  Oliphant. 

Jim  O'Keefe's  impetuosity  as  a  lover 
Jim  O'Keefe's  impetuosity 
Jim  O'Keefe. 

The  Deering  Library's  appearance  to  vis- 
itors 
The  Deering  Library's  appearance 
The  Deering  Library. 

Dick  McNichol's  ideas  about  a  year  book 
Dick  McNichol's  ideas 
Dick  McNichol. 

Pres  Weir's  unusual ness  as  a  man 
Prcs  Weir's  unusualness 
Pres  Wier. 

The  Lambda  Chi's  erection  on  North 

Campus 
The  Lambda  Chi's  erection 
The  Lambda  Chis. 

The  Alpha  Phi's  ravishing  blonds 
The  Alpha  Phi's  ravishing 
The  Alpha  Phis. 

Virginia  Eagles'  fear  of  e.xposure 
Virginia  Eagles'  fear 
Virginia  Eagles. 

Bert  Reil's  success  with  Betty  Robinson 
Bert  Reil's  success 
Bert  Reil. 

Dottie  \'erges's  usefulness  around  this 

campus 
Dottie  Verges's  usefulness 
Dottie  \'erges. 

Our  futile  attempts  at  being  humorous 

Our  futile  attempts 

Us. 

Preston  Farley's  sense  of  importance 
Preston  Farley's  sense 
Preston  Farley. 

The  Kappa's  reputation  for  pulchritude 
The  Kappa's  reputation 
The  Kappas. 

The  Wrangler's  hopes  for  Psi  Whoopsi- 

lon 
The  Wrangler's  hopes 
The  Wranglers. 

Jimmie  White's  baby  blue  eyes 

Phil  Hooker's  designs  on  the  Kappas 
Phil  Hooker's  designs 
Phil  Hooker. 

The  Theta's  love  of  sophistication 
The  Theta's  loves 
The  Thetas. 

fimmie  White. 

A  Couple  of  Boners. 


FIFTEEN 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


THE  STUDENT'S  DILEMMA 


OR 


THE  PROFESSOR'S  REVENGE 


It  is  an  ancient  English  Prof, 
And  he  flunketh  one  in  three 

"By  thy  long  gray  beartl  and  glittering 
eye 
Now  wherefore  flunkest  thou  me?" 

"Commencement  doors  are  opened  wide, 

And  I  should  be  within; 
The  guests  are  met,  the  stage  is  set: 

May'st  hear  the  merry  din." 

He  holds  him  with  his  skinny  hand, 
"There  was  a  quiz,"  quoth  me. 

"Hold  ofl!  unhand  me,  graybeard  loon!" 
Eftsoons  his  hand  dropped  he. 

He  holds  him  with  his  glittering  eye — 
The  would-be  grad  stood  still. 

And  listens  like  a  three  years'  child: 
The  prof  he  has  his  will. 

The  would-be  grad  sat  on  a  stone: 

He  cannot  choose  but  hear; 
And  thus  spake  on  that  ancient  man, 

The  bright  eyed  English  seer. 

"'\'ou  entered  as  a  Freshman,  sir. 

And  registered  with  me; 
And  now  you  are  a  Senior,  sir, 

A  graduate  would  he." 

With  you  1  plead,  ami  then  instead 

Of  trying,  sir,  you  cjuit. 
You  were  the  first  that  ever  burst 

My  estimate  of  wit. 

Dav  after  tiay,  day  after  day. 
You  sat,  nor  breath  nor  motion 

As  idle  as  a  painted  ship 
Upon  a  painted  ocean. 


You  came  to  class  and  hoped  to  pass 
By  entering  my  good  graces 

You  did  no  work,  you  tried  to  shirk 
You  sat  and  made  fool  faces. 

Whenever  I  assigned  a  theme 
Your  moan  was  far  from  sweet, 

You  simply  gave  me  dirty  looks 
And  slept  on  in  your  seat. 

And  as  you  know,  I  let  you  go 

With  marks  as  low  as  fifty, 
You'd  give  me  gufi,  atrocious  stuff, 

And  say:  "Ain't  this  a  nifty?" 

I    pusheii    you   through    your   Freshman 
year 

And  I  should  not  have  done  it. 
But  then  I  thought  there  still  was  hope 

And  here's  my  oath  upon  it. 

Your  second  year,  with  'gator  tear 
You  thanked  me,  your  ad\isor. 

When  I,  damn  fool,  kept  you  in  school: 
And  now  you  call  me  miser. 

You  claim  that  1  give  grades  so  low 
That  you  mistrust  my  knowledge 

Of  the  letters  of  the  alphabet: 
I  shouldn't  teach  in  college. 

I  put  you  in  a  makeup  class 
With  people  who  were  slower 

And  even  there  you  did  not  reap 
The  facts  I  threw  as  sower. 

Data,  notebooks,  everywhere, 
And  all  you  did  was  shrink, 

Data,  lectures,  everywhere. 
And  still  you  did  not  think. 


I  pulled  you  through  your  second  year 

Because  I  knew  your  father 
He  was  a  fine  outstanding  man 

I  did  not  mind  the  bother. 

Your  third  year  came;  I  was  to  blame 

For  listening  to  your  story. 
I  overlooked  how  I'd  been  hooked 

In  the  two  years  gone  before  me. 

Term  papers  I  assigned,  and  you, 
Remembering  earlier  lenience. 

Got  them  in  from  time  to  time, 
Suiting  your  convenience. 

You  passed  vour  junior  year  because 

I  telt  1  could  not  boot  you. 
You  see,  I  passed  you  twice  before 

'Tho  I  often  vearned  to  shoot  you. 

You've  had  your  lun  with  me,  my  boy, 
And  now  I'll  have  my  innings. 

You  cannot  have  good  endings,  boy, 
With  such  obtuse  beginnings. 

In  short,  vou  cannot  graduate: 
You've  tossed  me  too  much  bunk. 

You  took  my  quiz  and  failed,  you  know. 
I'm  tossing  you  a  flunk. 

The  English  prot,  whose  eve  is  bright, 
Whose  beard  with  age  is  hoar. 

Is  gone;  and  now  the  would-be  grad 
Turned  from  Commencement  door. 

He  went  like  one  that  hath  been  stunned, 

And  is  of  sense  forlorn: 
A  sadder  and  a  wiser  man 

He  rose  the  morrow  morn. 


SIXTEEN 


PURPLE 


M 


PARROT 


GALLSTONES  AND 
DANDRUFF 

This  misprint  takes  place  out  tiiar  on 
the  plains  of  Iowa — out  yonder  Rebuke 
way.  It  is  embalming  sunny  day,  and  in- 
cidentally the  day  of  Myrtle's  funeral, 
Myrtle  had  been  the  town  belle,  or 
klaxon,  or  something,  and  the  whole 
town  of  Harper's  Corners  had  turned  out 
for  the  funeral.  In  fact,  Myrtle's  funeral 
was  the  biggest  event  since  Grandmother 
got  her  teeth  caught  in  the  wringer. 
That  has  little  or  nothing  to  do  with  the 
story,  but  at  the  same  time,  it  gives  the 
morbid  reader  a  rough  idea  of  the  im- 
portance of  the  occasion,  and  perhaps 
why  Cirandpa  turned  out  in  his  new 
brown  spats. 

While  the  band  was  pealing  a  lively 
tomb,  and  Myrtle's  body  was  passing  be- 
fore the  reviewing  stand,  we  find  Harry 
in  the  shoppe  of  Ed.  Gail-Stones  and 
Monuments.  (Jloom  and  despair  fraught 
his  face,  for  Harry  had  been  the  lover  of 
Myrtle,  the  one  man  in  her  dreams,  the 
answer  to  her  prayers — Ah,  readers,  they 
had  been  madly  in  love,  and  for  her  to 
die  on  him  was  too  much  of  a  good 
thing.  Myrtle's  death  meant  mortuary 
than  one  might  suspect.  Harry's  expres- 
sion was  so  anguished,  that  many 
queried,  "obituary"  and  "why  so  sad, 
Harry  old  boy,  old  boy.  old  boy." 

'We  now  hear  something  of  the  conver- 
sation between  Harry  and  Ed  C5all  in  the 
gravestone  shoppe,  to  wit: 

"Hello,  Ed." 

"Hello,  Harry." 

"How  the  hell  are  you,  Ed.-"" 

"Not  bad,  how  are  you,  Harry.?" 

"I  suppose  you  knew  about  Myrtle.'" 

"Yeah,  she's  dead,  isn't  she.''" 

"Yeah,  she's  dead." 

"Nice  going,  Harry." 

"Too  bad,  though." 

"Yeah,  too  bad." 

"I'm  sure  sorry  she  died." 

"Yeah,  I  sure  am  too,  and  she  was  just 
as  pleurisy  could  be." 

"Is  that  right?  What  did  she  die  of, 
Harry.''" 

"I  guess  she  had  an  iuHection  in  her 
throat  or  something,  Ed." 

"You  pneumonia  told  me  about  her 
last  week,  Harry.''" 

"Don't  asthma  any  more  about  it,  Ed 
old  pal — I  can  see  her  lieing  there  breath- 


ing heavily  at  the  last.  I'll  never  forget 
that  moment." 

"She  was  a  sweet  gal,  wasn't  she.'  " 

"Yeah,  she  was  a  sweet  gal." 

"I  always  liked  Myrtle." 

"Yeah,  I  always  liked  her  too. " 

"Who  arranged  for  the  funeral, 
Harry.'" 

"Oh,  I  did  most  of  it.  I  didn't  have 
a  car  to  take  her  to  the  cemetery,  so  we 
used  hearse.  And  then  we  had  a  little 
trouble  getting  men  to  carry  the  casket. 
We  finally  got  some  polar  bears  troni  the 
gang  down  by  the  square.  They  all 
knew  Myrde  well.  She  had  a  terrible 
cough  there  at  last,  Ed;  it  wasn't  the 
cough  that  carried  her  ofi,  but  the  coffin 
she  was  carried  oflin." 

"Ah,  must  you  jest  idly  at  this  mo- 
ment, Harry.'" 

"Well,  listen,  Ed,  you  old  cheer  mon- 
ger, I'll  tell  you  why  I  came  to  see 
you." 

"Yeah." 

"I  want  something  to  put  over  her 
grave — something  in  the  way  of  a  stone 
or  tablet  that  will  commemorate  her 
lovely  self." 

"I'm  the  man  you  want  to  see,  Harry." 


"Yeah,  I  thought  you  were  the  man 
I  should  come  to  see,  Ed." 

"You  see,  I  want  to  pyorrhea  good 
stone  for  Myrtle." 

"Yeah." 

"I  don't  want  to  pay  very  much,  Ed, 
for  stones  are  dear   now,  aren't   they.'" 

"Yeah,  Harry,  stones  are  dear  now." 

"Well,  can  you  hx  me  up?  " 

"Yeah,  Edihce  for  you.  I'll  make  a 
tablet  for  Myrtle  that  ought  to  make  you 
feel  more  content,  Harry.  I'll  make  it 
out  of  cement,  Harry,  and  deliver  it  to 
the   cementary   within   tumor   days." 

"I  know  you'll  have  it  ready  in  a  day 
or  two  or  it  won't  be  your  vault." 

"I'll  see  you  later,  Ed." 

"^'eah,    I'll    see    )ou    later,    Harry." 

Harry  was  loyal  to  the  last.  He 
planted  ivy  on  Myrtle's  grave  and  in  a 
few  months  from  the  time  of  the  un- 
happy and  gruesome  burial,  Harry  mar- 
ried Ivy,  a  charming  girl  about  town. 
They  had  a  pompous  military  wedding 
with  much  feasting,  etcitrate. 

This  story  has  absolutely  no  meaning 
or  ending  except  to  show  that  there  ain't 
no  good  in  men.  And  so  we  aren't  go- 
ing to  tell  you  any  morgue. 


'Here's   ohc.  Bill:   'youtig   executive    naiited. 
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THROCKMORTON  T. 

GILLINGWATER  III 

Throckmorton  T.  Gillingwater  III  is 
a  member  of  the  upper  strata  of  our  col- 
lege aristocracy.  He  certainly  is  right 
in  the  swim — he  has  a  racy  roadster,  a 
tailored  polo  coat  and  he  owes  every 
merchant  in  Evanston  except  the  barber. 
Throckmorton  usually  has  his  hair  cut 
m  the  Loop  when  he's  down  there  on  his 
daily  jaunt.  "They  don't  shave  it  all  oft 
if  you  go  to  sleep  in  the  chair,"  that's  his 
explanation.  His  pure  innocuous  humor 
has  stood  him  in  good  stead  many  times 
— "so  when  the  prof  asks,  'Mr.  Gilling- 
water, what  did  Shakespeare  and  Jonson 
have  in  common.''  I  shoots  back — 'a  love 
of  the  dramatic'  Did  the  class  laugh? 
Boy—" 

Throckmorton  was  assistant  manager 
of  freshman  track  and  he  gives  those 
numerals  plenty  of  airing.  He  has  a 
sv\ell  line  with  the  frosh  women — "Yeah, 
class  track.  But  I'll  be  darned  if  I  want 
to  rip  'em  off  and  ruin  the  sweater,  or 
buy  a  new  one.  Rather  give  the  letter 
away — say  to  a  girl  like  you."  Goes 
over  pretty  big,  but  God  help  him  if  the 
girl  takes  him  up.  He'll  have  to  break 
into  the  Athletic  office.  He's  had  some 
rare  experiences.  Once  he  dropped  a 
bottle  of  gin  in  front  of  U.  H. — "right 
smack  in  front  of  a  prof."  Another 
tune  he  Hirted  with  a  little  brunette, 
third  from  the  left  in  the  chorus  at  the 
State-Market  and  then  discovered — "that 
her  husband  was  the  trumpet  player  in 
the  orchestra.  What  with  him  trying  to 
keep  one  eye  on  me  and  the  other  on  his 
music,  he  damn  near  went  cockeyed. 
Ha,  ha. "  Also  about  the  time  he  put  a 
big  wad  of  gum  in  the  Mayor's  chair. 
Ha,  ha. 

When  all  these  exploits  were 
performed,  Throckmorton,  curiously 
enough,  seems  to  have  been  alone  and 
that  seems  to  be  about  the  \\ay  he  is  in 
college. 


WILBURFORCE 

NASALDOUCHE 

Wilburforce  Nasaldouche  is  the 
Northwestern  Beau  Nash.  Parties  and 
proms  are  to  him  just  one  big,  happy 
hunting  ground.  He  particularly  glit- 
ters at  house  dances.  This  wise  gent  is 
the  one  who  cuts  in  when  he  shouldn't 
and  says  in  a  movie  manner,  "All  right. 
Bill,  I'll  push  her  about  for  a  bit,"  or 
"Now  you  chase  me!  "  Thank  the  Al- 
mighty for  Bill  Haines!  Or  perhaps  he 
has  assumed  the  bored  F.  Scott  Fitz- 
gerald role  and  stands  cynically  apart 
watching  the  disgusting  antics  of  the 
lower  species.  When  a  girl  tries  to 
make  a  conversation  and  asks,  "Don't 
you  think  the  dance  wonderful.' "  he  ab- 
stractly repeats,  "Dance  ...  oh  yes?  " 

Before  the  dance  he  broadcasts  around 
that  he  is  coming  stag.  "If  you're  going 
to  brmg  your  babes,  that's  your  lookout.  " 
So  he  chmbs  into  his  tux  and  ogles  about 
the  walls  introducing  everyone  he  can 
find  to  the  "best  jane.  "  He  meets  about 
one  best  jane  so  when  he  can't  hnd  any 
more  people  to  introduce  he  goes  out  in 
the  kitchen  and  drinks  all  the  spare 
punch. 

Emerging  five  minutes  later,  he  drapes 
his  arms  about  the  nearest  female,  leers 
into  her  face,  and  loudly  whispers,  "I'm 
not  drunk,  am  I?"  The  poor  unfor- 
tunate girl  in  the  meantime  is  trying  to 
appear  unconcerned,  but  he  continues 
with  a  nicety  of  pretense,  "Shee  I  leave  it 
'lone  or  take  it.  Makshe  no  difrumce. " 
Bless  the  cute  little  chap! 

That's  Wiburforce.  Just  the  man  to 
take  home  to  meet  vour  family. 


Fraternity:  General  conglomeration  of 
pseudo-congenial  brothers  gathered  for 
the  purpose  of  wearing  more  clothes  than 
they  own,  and  filching  one  another's 
femmes  \\ithout  physical  molestation, 
and  to  borrow,  pilkr,  and  intrigue  under 
noble  guise.  (htngii'ump) 


E.  SOCKRATES  PADBRAIN 

E.  Sockrates  Padbrain  is  one  of  the 
most  revolutionary  boys  you  will  find 
anywhere.  He  is  revolutionary  because 
he  likes  to  be  thought  an  original 
thinker,  a  man  out  of  the  beaten  track. 
"Look  here,  now  take  Russia. "  So  he 
takes  Russia  and  after  he's  taken  it  some- 
where, to  his  bewildered  and  reluctant 
listener,  it  seems  as  though  the  whole 
thing  is  pretty  rotten  after  all  if  Sockrates 
is  for  it. 

He  performs  on  the  local  palladium  of 
liberty.  Yes,  sir,  a  big  shot.  Sockrates 
is  one  of  those  litterateurs  whose  aim  is 
to  find  something  to  make  fun  of.  His 
printed  platitudes  and  glib  formula  are 
pretty  near  as  solvent  as  the  Bank  of  the 
United  States.  May  heaven  strike  him 
dead  if  he  utters  another  banality!  Pad- 
brain  is  a  big  strong  cactus  from  one  of 
the  back-house  states.  He's  about  as  sex- 
less as  a  gambling  room.  And  so  having 
been  compelled  to  read  Meredith  he 
struts  around  quoting,  "Kissing  don't 
last;  cookery  do."  Just  one  of  these  soph- 
hiss-ticates! 

It's  all  right,  we  suppose,  to  be  an 
original  thinker,  but  in  Sockrates'  case  it 
means  just  that  life's  one  long,  winding, 
inconclusive  argument  after  another.  His 
cornerstones  of  conviction  contain  com- 
munism, freedom  of  speech — as  long  as 
anyone  will  listen,  annexation  of  Ger- 
many, a  new  library,  Roman  togas, 
Edgar  Guest  and  educational  color-tone 
movies.  Padbrain's  criticisms  are  in- 
variably steeped  with  reason.  When  he 
gets  only  one  "comp"  instead  of  two  he 
immediately  discovers  that  the  perform- 
ance isn't  up  to  the  old  Northwestern 
standard. 

We  wouldn't  sav  anything  because 
even  if  Sockrates  is  the  most  senseless, 
long-winded  egg  we've  seen  in  many  a 
moon  and  he  does  make  about  one  valid 
point  in  two  hours  of  steady  revolution, 
after  all  he  is  harmless.  But,  although 
he  can  aftect  a  careless  dress,  write  for 
publication  all  he  wants,  even  hold  all 
the  conversation  at  the  dinner  table  and 
talk  politics  at  dances,  when  he  begins  to 
spoil  our  old  bull  sessions  of  an  evening 
— well,  then  we  say  it's  spinach  and  to 
hell  with  it. 
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BOOK  REVIEWS 


by 

Margaret    Kincr 


MURDER  AT  BRIDGE 

Who  shot  Nita  Selim  while  she  was 
a  dummy  at  bridge?  Nita,  "whose  eyes 
snapped  the  padlocks  of  slave  chains 
upon  any  man,"  was  the  victim  of  a 
cunning,  careful,  cold-blooded  murderer 
— or  murderess.     But — who — ?      Who? 

Any  of  the  guests  might  be  guilty. 
Bonnie  Dundee,  special  investigator,  fol- 
lowing clues  that  others  scoffed  at,  nar- 
rowly escaping  death,  promises  the  police 
and  the  guests  of  that  fatal  party  that  he 
will  be  able  to  expose  the  murderer.  All 
are  present  in  the  house,  where  the 
tragedy  occurred,  waiting  for  Bonnie. 
The  bell  stutters  fiercely,  the  door  is 
thrown  open,  and  as  he  enters — 

But  you  must  read  it  yourself  and  feel 
as  you,  too,  are  one  of  the  suspected. 
Shivers  ripple  rapidly  the  length  of  your 
tense  body  as  you  follow  Bonnie's  move- 
ments. You  become  vitally  interested  in 
his  love  for  Penelope  Grain  who  attracts 
you  with  her  youthful  enthusiasm. 

The  plot  moves  swiftly,  definitely,  and 
is  written  in  a  style  which  forbids  your 
interest  to  lag.  The  ending  will  surprise 
you. 

W.  ].  B. 


MRS.  FISCHER'S  WAR 

Mrs.  Fischer's  War  like  most  wars 
ends  in  neither  victory  nor  defeat.  Her 
conflict  is  one  of  bitter  pain,  one  that 
inflicts  only  inner  wounds  that  cannot  be 
bathed  by  cool  flowing  blood,  nor  cared 
for  by  experienced  field  doctors.  It  was 
her  war  alone  and  yet  thousands  of 
mothers  and  wives  in  every  country  of 
the  world  fought  the  same  batde,  suf- 
fered the  same  pain,  and  somehow  lived. 

This  story  of  a  woman,  the  wife  of  an 
"alien  enemy"  German  and  the  mother 
of  an  English-born  son,  is  so  piercing  in 
its  terribleness  and  in  its  misery  that  it 
penetrates   deep   into   the    reader's   heart 


and  mind.  Henrietta  Leslie,  the  author, 
writes  with  the  rare  quality  that  causes 
the  reader  to  forget  himself  and  live  the 
story. 

Much  has  been  written  of  the  World 
War  soldier,  of  life  in  the  trenches,  and 
of  life  in  cities  with  their  turmoil  of  war 
preparation,  but  Miss  Leslie  has  done  a 
new  thing — she  has  written  of  the  war 
the  women  of  the  world  had  to  fight 
while  their  loved  ones  were  at  the  front. 
She  has  written  with  tenderness  and  un- 
derstanding. Her  book,  pulsating  with 
the  cries  of  war-crucified  women,  records 
truthfully  the  batde  fought  in  the  minds 
of  war-wives  and  mothers.  It  proves  that 
tears  hidden  by  brave  smiles  are  just  as 
much  a  part  of  war  as  the  roar  of  guns 
and  the  rumble  of  ambulances. 

Janet  Fischer  is  a  wife  still  romanti- 
cally in  love  with  her  husband  and  has 
a  son  reaching  manhood.  Yes,  she  is  in 
love  with  her  German  Carl  for  had  they 
not  promised  each  other  "You  and  I  will 
lovers  die?"  And  she  did  not  forget 
that  vow,  not  even  when  Carl  left  her 
to  return  to  England  alone,  while  he 
stayed  in  Germany  to  fight  against  her 
country  and  the  country  he  loved.  She 
did  not  forget  it  when  her  son,  dressed 
in  khaki,  said  of  the  man  they  both  had 
worshiped,  "There  are  certain  things  a 
decent  man  doesn't  do  and  this  is  one 
of  them!"  Her  lover's  heart  cried,  "Oh 
Carl,  my  darling!"  and  her  mother's 
heart  cried  "Oh  John,  my  darling!  "  and 
stfll  she  had  to  live  while  these  two  men 
she  loved  faced  each  other  across  the 
batriefield.  She  had  to  live  in  England 
with  a  German  "c  "  in  her  name  and  a 
heart  that  had  been  torn  in  two.  And 
when  it  is  ended  she  can  cry  over  the 
letters  from  John  that  has  softened 
enough  to  say,  "Love  to  Father,"  and  she 
can  laugh  with  the  wreck  that  has  come 
home  to  her,  her  lover  still. 

John    Galsworthy's    foreword    to    the 


novel  is  a  fine  tribute  to  this  poignant 
war  book,  and  he  concludes  by  writing: 
"Human  and  interesting  from  page  to 
page;  broad,  just,  and  tolerant;  and 
above  all  warm  and  breathing,  it  makes 
you  think.  Yes,  it  makes  you  think." 
Phyllis  Prosser. 


BLACK  BREAD  AND 
RED  COFFINS 

In  BLACK.  BREAD  AND  RED 
COFFINS  a  picture  of  Russia  is  pre- 
sented as  it  actually  exists  today.  The 
picture  is  not  an  abstract  study,  but  is 
drawn  by  one  who  has  actually  seen  and 
gone  through  the  experiences  mentioned. 
After  readmg  the  book  one  realizes  the 
thoroughness  with  which  the  author  has 
examined,  digested  the  political,  eco- 
nomic, and  sociological  situations  in  Rus- 
sia. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  omit  com- 
munism as  a  major  subject  in  the  book 
and  as  a  result  we  are  introduced  to  many 
communists.  The  memory  of  the  meet- 
ing lingers;  we  see  them  and  vividly, 
thrillingly  share  their  experiences  in  their 
homes,  factories,  schools,  villages,  amuse- 
ments, bread-lines,  and  pastry-shops.  We 
also  meet  many  non-communists  who  we 
are  surprised  to  discover  outnumber  the 
communists  ninety-nine  to  one. 

Negley  Farson  is  not  content  with  the 
cities  and  villages  alone.  He  explores 
the  country  on  horseback,  sleeps  in  the 
"beds  of  hospitable  Karachaite  Moun- 
taineers," and  travels  on  Russian  rail- 
roads, a  sure  test  of  a  country's  demo- 
cratic principles.  All  the  brief  pictures 
are  alive,  true,  and  individual.  They 
leave  one  with  the  feeling  that  they  really 
happened  and  this  reality  convinces  one 
that  at  last  Russia  is  no  longer  a  closed 
book  to  strangers. 

Hazel  Collins. 
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THOUGHTS  OF  A 
COED 

or 

JUST  BEFORE  THE 
BATTLE,  MOTHER 

He's  awful  popular 

He  was  going  with  her  steady 

I  have  got  a  nice  form,  and  my  hair  looks 

great  tonight 
From  the  looks  of  him,  he  must  be  strong 
Wonder  why  he  asked  me  to  his  party 
My  shoulders  look  nice  in  this  dress 
I  suppose  he"ll  try  to  neck 
I  wonder  what  the  devil  he  expects  from 

me,  anyway 
Those  cocktails   I   had  last  night  didn't 

make  my  eyes  look  any  too  good 
My  hips  look  like  I'm  going  to  have  to 

start  reducing 
Thev  always  drink  a  lot  at  their  parties, 

suppose  he'll  get  tight 
I'd  like  to  be  kissed  by  that  man,  but  I 

suppose  1  11  have  to  behave 
I  can't  let  him  know  that  I  liked  to  have 

him  kiss  me  or  he'll  get  fresh 
This  dress  is  a  little  low  in  the  back;  I've 

got  a  nice  back 
Hope   that   pin    doesn't   come    open,   or 

there'll  be  a  catastrophe 
Wonder    if    I    should    have    worn    more 

under  this  dress,  it  is  sort  of  thin 
That  house  will  be  dark 
I  hope  he  asks  me  to  leave  my  coat  in 

his  room 
My  feet  are  too  sore  to  dance  much  to- 
night, anyway 
Hope  he  doesn't  trade  a  lot  of  dances. 
Wonder  where  he  bought  his  gin;  don't 

suppose    I    ought    to   drink    after   last 

night 
I  feel  reckless  tonight 
Wish  he  could  see  me  in  this  pose;  I  do 

look  stunning 
I'll  scream  if  he  tries  to  act  like  a  gen- 
tleman 
If  he  starts  to  tell  any  traveling  salesman 

stories  I'll  have  to  stop  him 
Wonder  if  he  knows  the  one  about  the 

three  Tri  Delts 
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I  hope  he  tries  to  kiss  me  on  the  way  to 

the  party;  then  I  won't  have  to  waste 

time  stopping  him  later  in  the  evening. 
This  dress  ought  to  be  a  little  lower  in 

front 
Hell !  it  isn't  any  tun  being  modest 
I  wish  he  would  dare  me  to  go  for  a  dip 

in  the  lake  with  him 
I  hope  he  won't  stop  if  I  do  slap  his  face 

once  or  twice. 
Fellows  are  so  dumb 
I  wish  I  were  a  man 
If  he's  late,  I'll  have  somethmg  to  gripe 

about 
Hope  he  likes  my  lipstick 
If  he  starts  to  kiss  me  behind  the  ears, 

I'll  go  crazy 
Wonder  how  I  can  encourage  him 
Wish  I  could  be  sure  that  he  knew  what 

he  was  doing 
I've  sure  learned  a  lot  from  men 
I  hope  he  knows  what  he  wants 
If  I  satisfy  him,  he'll  probably  take  me  to 

his  spring  party 
Wish  I  didn't  have  to  wear  such  a  long 

dress 
My  legs  look  good  in  these  stockings 
These  garters  had  better  hold,  or  I'll  have 

a  devil  of  a  time 
Why  the  hell  doesn't  he  come 
I  hope  he  doesn't  come  too  early 
This'll  make  Mary  jealous 
The  little  cat  has  been  trying  to  get  his 

pin  for  months 
Wonder  if  he'll  give  me  his  pin,  if  I'm 

nice  to  him 
I  don't  think  she's  at  all  developed 
What  the  devil  does  he  see  in  her,  any- 
way 
She's    skinny    and    she    hasn't    got    any 

clothes 
Lord  knows  she  sure  needs  clothes 
Bet    he    doesn't    like    to    have    his    hair 

mussed  up 
Hope  we  don't  double  date  with  anybody 
The  beach  would  be  great  tonight 
Hell,  girls  don't  have  a  chance 
There's  the  door-bell 
Gosh,  I  know  that's  him 
Yep  they're  calling  me 
I'm  nervous 

Got  to  make  a  good  impression 
I  won't  wear  my  coat  down,  so  he  can 

see  this  dress 
This  ought  to  make  his  eyes  pop  out 
Hope   the    house    mother    isn't    around; 

she'd  say  it  was  immodest 


Well  here  I  go 

I'll  say  hello;  and  then  bawl  him  out  in 
a  nice  way  for  being  late 

Got  to  get  control  of  him  right  from  the 
start 

Here's  the  last  flight  of  stairs 

He'll  be  waiting  at  the  bottom 

Here's  a  big  long  breath,  and  hopes 

My  lips  ought  to  appeal  to  him  the  way 
they  look  tonight 

"Hello  Bill,  how  are  you." 

He  is  handsome,  and  he  does  look  strong, 
and  oh  gee,  I'll  bet  he's  nice  and  dan- 
gerous. 


Then  there's  the  girl  who  worked 
m  an  ammunition  plant  so  that  she 
would  have  lots  of  arms  around  her. 

"  Wasp." 


NINE  FOR   BELGIUM 
Anette;     Whatcha  drinkin'  beer  for,' 
Rosalind:    Just  an  old  belchin'  custom. 

"Bison." 


Make  room  for  the  one  about  the 
Scotch  murderer  who,  when  entering  the 
death  chamber,  complained  to  the  war- 
den that  he  was  being  overcharged. 

"Froth." 


In  the  dance  its  grace — but  in  the  dark 

it's  Dorothy.  "Voo  Doo." 

• 

"My,  I'm  tired,"  quoth  Eve,  after  tak- 
ing a  swim  in  the  nude.  "I  wish  there 
was  somebody  here  to  releave  me." 

"Punch  Bowl." 


Wise  Winifred  says  she  carries  her 
money  in  her  stocking  because  her  father 
told  her  to  put  it  where  it  would  draw 
interest.  "Lord  Jeff." 


The  Death  of  John  Barleycorn 

as  reported  by 


ARTHUR  BRISBANE. 

John  Barleycorn,  who  drank,  is  now 
on  his  way  to  meet  his  maker.  Doctors 
tell  us  that  we  cannot  burn  the  candle 
at  both  ends. 

Among  the  thousands  who  unsuccess- 
fully tried  was  John  Barleycorn.  He 
leaves  six  children  who  will  never  have 
the  proper  supervision  or  love  of  a  father. 
Such  things  are  to  be  regretted. 

WILL  ROGERS. 

Well,  I  see  by  the  papers  that  po' 
John  Barleycorn  is  dead,  I  reckon'  the 
papers  is  right,  they're  bound  to  be  once 
in  awhile.  Po'  John  leaves  six  litde  ones. 
Looks  like  the  Farm  Board  or  the  Demo- 
crats will  have  to  take  care  of  them. 
John  would  have  never  died  if  he  had 
lived  in  Claremore. 

CALVIN  COOLIDGE. 

John  Barleycorn  is  dead.  He  leaves  six 
children.  One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six. 
Everybody  is  sorry.  Nobody  can  do  any- 
thing because  he  is  dead.  They'll  have 
to  bury  him. 

WALTER  WINCHELL. 

John  Barleycorn,  whose  face  would 
stop  a  clock,  is  not  that  way  anymore. 
No  longer  will  he  go  around  with  that 
pained   expression.     Alcohol   makes   the 


world  go  round.     It  made  John  go  the 
way  of  all  flesh  also. 

Barleycorn  was  tombstoned  this  after- 
noon while  his  squaw,  six  acts  of  God. 
and  the  neighbors,  mourned. 

O.  O.  McINTYRE. 

Thoughts  while  strolling:  Who  re- 
members when  John  Barleycorn  was  liv- 
ing!' John  was  a  city  boy  who  couldn't 
make  good  in  the  country. 

Wonder  if  he's  leading  a  good  life 
in  the  hereafter?  I'm  glad  he  returned 
my  silk  striped  cravat. 

Just  passed  Andrew  Volstead.  He's 
to  blame. 

It's  a  shame  they  had  to  bury  Barley- 
corn (I  hate  that  word,  bury).  But  they 
couldn't  keep  him  around. 

TIME  MAGAZINE. 

Tall,  red-nose,  John  Barleycorn,  father 
of   6  children,   died   last  week. 

Time  was  when  a  man  could  drink 
liquor  all  day  long  and  get  away  with  it, 
but  those  days  are  gone. 

Quoth  he  just  before  death:  "Prohibi- 
tion is  a  failure.  It  is  as  easy  to  get 
liquor  today  as  ever.  Hurray!  .\lcohol 
should  be  done  away  with  and  whiskey 
put  in  its  place.     Whoopee!" 

Mavrice  Davis. 


TWENTY-ONE 


P  L  R  P  L  t 


PARROT 


DRAMA  REVIEWS 


If  you  missed  a  certain  something  in 
this  year's  Btir^er,  "The  Gieel{s  Had  a 
Word  for  It."  This  word,  which  hap- 
pens to  be  hetairae  by  the  way,  you  may 
apply  with  the  utmost  propriety  to  your 
girl-friend  when  she  knows  you  only 
have  four  dollars  and  still  wants  to  go  to 
the  Drake. 

Nothing  but  a  connected  and  prob- 
able plot  is  lacking  in  this  show  at  the 
Harris.  You  may  have  the  choice  of 
three  perfectly  Irulling  young  ladies 
(sic!) — a  beautiful  blonde  (played  by 
Dorothy  Hall),  a  beautiful  brunette  (by 
Leona  Maricle),  or  a  beautiful  red-head 
(by  Muriel  Kirkland),  each  of  whom 
worthily  takes  off  a  leading-lady  role. 
These  three  adroit  vultures  are  successful 
enough  to  value  their  evening's  company 
at  anything  from  a  diamond  bracelet 
to  a  sable  coat. 

The  situation  they  get  themselves  into 
and  the  whizz-bang  repartee  they  in- 
dulge in  after  three  or  more  drin\ies  are 
hilarious.  They  are  under  the  impres- 
sion that  "some  damned  teetotaler  must 
have  invented  pints."  (Honestly,  how 
those  poor  girls  can  guzzle  so  much 
Ginger  Ale  in  one  evening's  performance 
is  beyond  me.) 

Besides  the  light  line  of  sophistication, 
one  of  our  heroines — a  sullen,  passionate 
red-head — offers  some  heavy  dramatics 
when  she  reveals  that  she  has  musical 
genius.  She  is  ready  to  fling  her  old 
life  of  gayety  overboard,  but  her  would- 
be  discoverer  leaves  her  for  her  pal,  Jean. 

This  tall  brunette  has  the  more  entic- 
ing quality  of  leaving  her  outer  garment 
(usually  a  dress)  behind  her  at  a  party 
whenever  there  is  an  attractive  man  to 
take  her  home.  She  nearly  reforms, 
however,  by  marrying  the  millionaire 
father  of  one  of  the  trio's  boy  friends. 
Just  before  the  ceremony,  as  the  three 
celebrate  with  Champagne,  Jean  pours 
out  her  woes.  The  other  two,  horrified, 
learn  that  she  has  to  read  Lvs  Miserable 
for  fifteen  minutes  every  day  to  please 
her  elderly   fiance,  and   that  the  honey- 


By  RUTH  WALLISER 

moon  will  be  spent  on  a  quail-covered 
island.  Inebriated,  the  three  musketeers 
"out  for  no  good,"  drop  the  wedding 
and  off  they  trudge  to  Pans. 

The  Greeks  may  have  had  a  word  for 
it,  but  the  Americans  certainly  had  a  yen 
for  it  the  opening  night  at  the  Harris. 


You'll  find  the  homely,  comfortable 
"Green  Grow  the  Lilacs"  at  the  Illinois 
a  refreshing  bit  of  out-of-doors,  if  you've 
been  soaked  in  Chicago's  modern  drama 
of  gun-men,  political  satires,  and  cour- 
tesans. 

Lynn  Riggs  has  concocted  a  startling 
combination  of  folk-poetry  and  old-fash- 
ioned melodrama,  at  the  same  time  teem- 
ing with  Wild  West  local  color.  This 
local  atmosphere  consists  of  so  compre- 
hensive handling  of  the  dialect,  the  cus- 
toms, the  scenery,  costumes,  and  songs 
that  we  enter  an  entirely  foreign  realm 
of  early  America. 

Many  of  the  haunting,  traditional  cow- 
boy songs  Sandburg  sang  at  his  appear- 
ance here  are  rendered  by  a  spirited  and 
convincing  men's  chorus.  The  women's 
chorus,  however,  look  and  sing  more  like 
modern  sophisticated  chorus  girls  than 
nineteenth  century  pioneers. 

Franchot  Tone  and  June  Walker  are 
respectively  boyish  and  girlish.  Their 
voices  are  fresh  and  their  songs  naive. 

We  don't  want  to  give  the  impression 
that  the  play  is  tiresomely  innocent.  It's 
not  at  all.  But  the  sex  is  rough-and- 
readv  healthv  stuff. 


The  good  old  homo  sapiens  boohus 
Americanus  gets  another  facet  of  his 
character  cross-sectioned  off  and  exposed 
to  public  gaze  at  the  Blackstone  these 
days  with  Frank  Craven  wielding  the 
playwright's  scalpel  and  Allan  Dinehart 
assisting  in  the  dissection  m  That's 
Gratitude. 

The  result  is  a  fulsome  and  appre- 
ciative audience  of  bald-headed  gents  of- 
fering hearty  belly  laughs  for  the  neat 
boot   in  the  posterior  thev  anil  their  ilk 


are  receiving  out  behind  the  footlights. 
That's  Gratitude. 

The  litde  "Playgoer"  table  of  current 
attractions  lists  the  artists  in  this  piece  as 
"Stars,"  and  for  once  the  term  is  jus- 
tified. There  is  not  a  shabby  perform- 
ance in  the  play,  with  Allan  Dinehart  as 
an  itinerant  play-producer  more  than 
sharing  laurels  with  George  Barbier  and 
Maida  Reade  as  the  pater  and  mater- 
familias  of  the  Maxwell  home  in  Hutch- 
inson (Kansas). 

After  a  merry  prologue  in  the  course 
of  which  Dinehart's  last  snifter  of  rye 
goes  to  soothe  Barbier's  ptomaine  moans 
in  an  adjoining  room  of  an  Iowa  hotel, 
the  action  shifts  to  the  Maxwell  home. 
The  faults  of  the  family,  briefly 
enumerated,  are:  (1)  Mrs.  M.  likes  to 
talk.  (2)  Mr.  M.  likes  to  drink.  (3) 
Delia,  the  homely  daughter,  likes  to  sing, 
and  (4)  Lelia,  the  pretty  jeune  fille,  likes 
her  sister's  fiance.  They  all  indulge  in 
their  respective  vices  to  excess,  with  Dine- 
hart's laconic  wit  and  professional 
connections  providing  the  anticipated 
catharsis. 

The  single  weak  spot  would  seem  to 
be  Mr.  Craven's  final  curtain.  The  few 
satirical  lines  of  rumination  that  Mr. 
Maxwell  delivers  himself  of,  after  a 
goodly  crescendo  of  situations,  fall  as  flat 
as  the  proverbial  tile  floor. 

Natheless,  if  you  enjoy  seeing  two 
grown-ups  being  homerically  funny  in 
the  process  of  becoming  inebriated — if 
you  believe  that  homely  young  ladies 
who  sing  are  amusing — if  you  find  en- 
tertainment in  the  antics  of  a  domineer- 
ing wife,  unacquainted  with  girth  con- 
trol— and  if  you  like  .\llan  Dinehart's 
quaintly  sardonic  trick  of  elevating  his 
eyebrows.  "That's  Crratitude"  is  a  play 
to  see.  If  you  don't,  then  pour  yourself 
another  glass  of  grape  juice  and  go  back 
to  your  phonograph  records.  There's  no 
remedv  for  perversatilitv,  and  anyhow, 
we  don't  get  paid  lor  this.  That's 
srratitude. 


TWENTy-TWO 


Cjiose  (jowen  Jnlnaies !  —  Sa\^e  Ikem  wtlk 

HOLEPROOF 


"Sleep,  blessed  sleep"—  the  college 
man  craves  it  — and  saves  those  extra 
golden  minutes  by  wearinghHoleproof 
Autogarts.  Just  pull  themupand  there 
you  are— trim  and  fresh  for  the  rest 
of  theday.The  Autogart  isapartofthe 
sock  and  outlasts  it,  too.  That's  going 
some  because  the  sock  is  a  Holeproof 
—  with  the  famous  h^oleproof  extra 
wear  — and  those  snappy  new  pat- 
terns for  which  hloleproof  is  famous. 


ioaari 


uto 


Rfg.  U.  S.  Pat.  Off.     #  Fat.  Fend, 


the  Self- Supporting  Sock 


^usi  pull  em  up 
ana  Iheij  staij  up  ! 


sJsD      and     I 
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dt  your  Haberdashers 
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Fountain  Sq. 


Evanston 


Chandler 
Golf  Balls 

3  for  ^ 

One    of    the    bisgest    values 
of    the    season     for    golfers  I 

Second  Floor 


Doiit  Experiment 
(li^yourAppearance 


228  S.  Michigan  Ave. 


CLOTHES  for  the  CAMPUS 


The  Navy-Blue 

Suit  and 

Correct  Accessories 

O  long  as  men  con- 
tinue to  dress  as  they 
have  done  for  the  past 
twenty  or  more  years — 
and  there  is  little  likeli- 
hood that  they  will  return 
this  year  to  the  velvet, 
brocades  and  satins  of 
more  than  a  century  ago, 
— a  navy-blue  suit  will 
continue  to  be  one  of  the 
standard  and  staple  items 
of  a  man's  wardrobe. 
Navy-blue  suits  are  never 
out  of  fashion,  although 
the  cut  of  the  jacket, 
waistcoat,  and  trousers 
may  change.  And  the  ac- 
cessories that  are  consid- 
ered smart  to  wear  with  a 
navy-blue  suit  have 
changed  little,  so  far  as 
color  is  concerned. 

A  light  or  medium 
gray  Homberg  hat  with  a 
black  band  and  pearl- 
gray  binding  at  the  brim 
edge  is  one  of  the  most 
appropriate  types  of  head- 
gear. A  black-and-white 
checked  tie,  a  white  shirt 
and  a  white  starched  col- 
lar are  always  acceptable. 
Gloves  may  be  in  white 
or  the  natural  color  of 
chamois.  The  handker-  ©  VANITY  fair 
chief  is  white  linen,  of 
course.  Socks  are  in  dark  gray  or  blue  and 
And  the  top-coat  is  medium  gray. 

This  is  the  color  scheme  that  can  be  worn  by  most  men.  The 
materials,  the  line  of  lapels,  shape  of  the  hat  and  other  details  are 
governed  by  the  current  fashions  and  modified  by  the  individual's 
requirements. 


shoes  are  black  calf. 


And  while  we  are  speaking  about  color  and  appropriate  shades,  we  might 
say  a  few  words  about  possible  shades  and  combinations  of  green. 

Green  has  never  been  a  really  popular  color  with  men,  largely  because 
the  shade  of  green  men  are  familiar  with  is  most  frequently  seen  on  the 
tops  of  billiard  tables  and  the  mere  mention  of  green  calls  to  mind  that 
particular  shade. 

But,  fortunately,  there  are  other  shades  of  green.  Gray-greens,  blue- 
greens,  mixtures  of  green-and-brown  and  green-and-tan  are  the  ones  that 
smartly  dressed  men  wear.  These  shades  at  first  glance  appear  to  be  dusty 
shades  of  gray.  There  is  only  enough  green  to  give  a  slightly  greenish  cast. 
These  are  the  least  obvious  shades  that  a  man  can  wear,  and  they  are 
sufficiently  neutral  in  tone  to  be  well-suited  to  many  individuals — to  men  of 
high  coloring  who  could  wear  a  fairly  bright  green  if  that  were  the  fashion, 
as  well  as  to  other  t\pes. 

Green  suits  may  be  worn  with  tan  shirts  and  brown  ties  or  cream  colored 
shirts  and  copper  ties.  The  shoes  should  be  dark,  reddish  brown.  Hats  may 
be  gray,  brown  or  tan.  Gloves  are  brown  or  tan.  Top-coats  that  will  con- 
trast sufficiently  may  bo  gray,  brown  or  tan. 


TWENTy-FOUR 
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"Hey,  hey,  Oscar,  want  to  come  to  the 
christening?" 

"What,   ho,   and   who's   breaking   the 
bottle  now?" 

"They're  renaming  the  Dental  School 
the  'School  of  Pessimism.'  " 

"And   why?" 

"Yo,  ho,  'cause  they're  always  looking 
down  in  the  mouth." 

"Punch  Boivl." 


Teacher:  "The  lady  fed  the  milk  to 
the  cat.  Algernon,  what  is  the  mdirect 
object?" 

Algie:    "The  kittens,  dear  teacher." 

"Log." 

■* 

"Well,  if  they  put  you  in  a  glass  bowl 
without  your  bathing  suit,  why  you'd 
blush  and  turn  red,  too,  protested  the 
gold  fish." 

"Ydlow  Jac/^et." 


First  Snob:     I'll   have  you  know  I'm 
related  to  the  Boones. 

Second  Beta:     Now  I  remember,  your 
grandmother's  name  was  Bab. 

"Bison." 


"I  know  a  fellow  who  fell  asleep  in  the 
bath  tub  with  the  water  running." 

"Oh!  Did  the  tub  overflow  and  ruin 
the    floor?  " 

"No — he  sleeps  with  his  mouth  open." 

"Log." 


Cen:     "Does  your  boy  friend  play  the 
piano?" 

Tennial:    "He  should — he's  got  a  won- 
derful touch." 

"Ram  mer-Jam  mer." 


DEDUCTION 

A  little  Canadian  boy  had  never  seen 
a  negro  before,  so  when  he  saw  one  he 
asked  his  uncle: 

"Why  does  that  woman  black  her 
face?" 

"She  doesn't;  that's  her  natural  color," 
was  the  reply. 

"Is  she  black  all  over.-' "  the  boy  pur- 
sued. 

"Why,  yes,"  said  his  uncle. 

The  boy  looked  up  beaming.  "Gee, 
uncle,"  he  exclaimed,  "you  know  every- 
thing, don't  you?" 

"Wataugan." 


"Now,"  said  the  college  man  to  his 
dad  at  the  football  game,  "You'll  see 
more  excitement  for  two  dollars  than  you 
ever  saw  before. " 

"I  don't  know,"  replied  the  old  gent, 
"that's  what  my  marriage  license  cost 
me." 

"Malteaser." 


THREE  GRAND 


RULES! 

$3,000  tor  the  best  novel 
submitted  by  an  undergraduate 
enrolled  in  an  American  or  Ca- 
nadian school,  or  a  graduate  of 
not  more  than  one  >ear. 

2.  The  1Q31  Campus  Prize 
Novel  may  be  placed  in  any 
modern  environment  and  be 
woven  about  any  set  of  char- 
acters. Choose  your  own  title. 

3.  The  sum  of  $3,000  is  for 
the  right  to  serialize  the  story  in 

,     \     College  Humor  and  to  publish  it 
I    \   in  book  form,  $1 ,500  of  the  prize 
applying  against  royalties.    Mo- 
tion picture  and  dramatic  rights 
will   remain  with   the  author.      College  Humor  and 
Farrar  and  Rinchart  reserve  the  right  to  publish  in 
book  and  serial  form  any  of  the  no\cls  submitted, 
according  to  the  usual  terms. 

4.  Typied  manuscripts  of  not  less  than  70,000 
words  should  be  sent  with  return  postage  to  the 
Campus  Prize  No\cl  Contest,  College  Humor,  1050 
North  La  Salle  Street,  Chicago,  or  to  the  Campus 
Prize  Novel  Contest,  Farrar  and  Rinchart,  12  East 
41st  Street,  New  York.  The  judges  will  be  the  edi- 
tors of  Farrar  and  Rinchart  and  College  Humor,  and 
the  prize  winner  will  be  announced  some  time  after 
the  first  of  January,  l'^32. 

5.  Contest  closes  midnight,  October  15th,  1'^>1. 
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DO   YOU    LIKE    CONTRACT    BRIDGE? 


A" 


EVERY      ISSUE      OF     VANITY      FAIR      CONTAINS: 

Humor: 

The  most  original  witticisms  of  the  younger  humourists  and 

siitirists. 

The  Theatre: 

Intimate  glimpses  of  the  really  interesting  personalities  on  the 
stage  and  screen. 

Art: 

Perfect  reproductions  of  the  creations  of  modern  European 
and   American  artists. 

World  Affairs: 

Entertaining  political  sketches  dealing  with  the  foibles  and 
weaknesses  of  world  leaders. 

Fashions: 

A  department  of  women's  sports  clothes  and  the  trend  in 
fashions,  with  reports  from  the  leading  tailors  of  New  \ork 
and  London. 

Motor  Cars  and  Airplanes: 

The  newest  developments  in  motor  cars  and  airplanes. 

Contract  Bridge: 

Searching  and  expert  articles  on  Backgammon  and  Contract 
Bridge. 

Books: 

\  iews  and  reviews  on  the  latest  books. 
Sports: 

Golf,  fighting,  etc. 
Music  and  Opera: 

The  latest  musical  trend. 


In  short,  you  will  find  the  Last  Word  on  subjects  that  differentiate  the 
successful  and  cultivated  person  from  the  uninformed  nobody. 


SIGN,   TEAR    OFF   AND    MAIL    THIS    COUPON    NOW 
FOR    THIS    SPECIAL    INTRODUCTORY    OFFER    OF 

5  ISSUES  OF  VANITY  FAIR  $1 


IF  SO 

Read  Vanity  Fair 


Do  you  know  enough  about  Contract  to 
say:  "I  adjust",  when  you  trip  over  a  bridge 
lamp  ?  .  .  .  Which  card  do  you  discard  when 
two  are  stuck  together — the  resuh  of  finess- 
ing your  partner's  highball  while  he's  out 
for  cracked  ice?  .  .  .  Do  you  say:  "It  doesn't 
make  any  differeiice''  when  the  wind  blows 
four  tricks  over  inio  the  lap  of  the  vulner- 
able Mrs.  Throckmorton?  .  .  .  How  to  lead 
the  conversation  through  the  Rhine  valley 
up  to  your  partner's  ace,  queen,  ^vithout  re- 
voking, is  a  problem.  .  .  .  Should  you  take 
a  young  lady  out  in  your  loudest  suit?  .  .  . 
And  when  you  have  her  out  should  you 
signal?  .  .  .  Do  you  refer  to  yoiu-  partner  as; 
"This  rotten  mess"?  Vanity  Fair  tells  you 
all  about  Contract. 


Try  to  figure  out  how  much  it  would  cost  you  to  buy  the 
most  talked-of  new  books  ...  to  go  to  the  best  shows, 
cinemas  and  musical  comedies  ...  to  visit  the  London 
tailors  ...  to  see  the  best  ne^v  works  of  art  in  Paris  .  .  . 
to  attend  the  world's  great  sporting  events  ...  to  arrange 
for  demonstrations  of  the  latest  cars  and  planes  ...  to 
learn  the  inner  secrets  of  Backgammon  and  Contract 
Bridge  ...  to  go  to  the  opera:  in  short,  to  know  what's 
what  about  everything  that  is  interesting  and  new  in  this 
modern  and  quick-moving  world. 


VANITY    FAIR,    GRAYBAR    BUILDING,    NEW    YORK    CITY 

D  Enclosed  find  $1  for  5  issues. 
D  Enclosed  find  $3  for  I  year. 

I  am  a   new  subscriber. 

Name 

Street 

City 


.State 


TWENTY-SIX 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


•       FOR  THE  TOASTMASTER 

"Kind  sir,  will  you  hold  my  baby  for 
a  moment?" 

"Well,  lady,  it  depends.    Is  it  a  Demo- 
crat or  a  Republican'" 

"  Wampus." 


Jens:     He  cleaned  up  a  big  fortune  in 
crooked  dough. 

Jinks:     Counterfeiter? 

Jens:     No — pretzel  manufacture. 

"Bison." 


Eight   O'clock    (waking   roommate): 
"It's  ten  to  eight." 

Roommate  (sleepily):     "Wait  till  the 
odds  gets  better.    Then  place  it  all." 

"  Beanpot." 


"Where  are  you  going,  my  pretty 
maid?    Why  do  you  pass  me  by?" 

"I'm  on  my  way  to  the  gymnathtic 
school,"  she  lisped,  as  she  heaved  a 
thigh. 

"Ram  mei-fam  mer!' 


An  old  maid  went  to  have  her  picture 
taken  and  the  photographer  noticed  her 
tying  a  piece  of  clothes  line  around  the 
bottom  of  her  skirt. 

"What's  the  idea  of  that?"  asked  he. 
"I  can't  take  your  picture  that  way." 

"You  can't  fool  me,  young  man,"  said 
the  old  girl,  "I  know  you  see  me  upside 
down  in  that  camera." 

"Malteaser!' 


Saint  Peter  was  interviewing  the  fair 
damsel  at  the  pearly  gate. 

"Did  you,  while  on  earth,"  he  asked, 
"indulge  in  necking,  petting,  smoking,  or 
dancing?" 

"Never!"  she  retorted  emphatically. 

"Then  why  haven't  you  reported  soon- 
er?" asked  Peter.  "You've  been  dead  a 
long  time. " 

"]ac\  O'Lantern." 


Use  Beauty  Lash 

to  grow  long  thic\  eyelashes 

Eyelashes  Spell  Beamity 

h  15  a  harmless  Uqmd 


Sold  only  at 

Hoos  Drug  Store 

SHERMAN  AND  CLARK 


North-western  University 

Conimeniorative  Plates 

Think  of  it — a  set  of  a  dozen  comnieniorative 
plates,  each  one  with  a  different  familiar  scene 
eitlier  from  the  Kvanston  or  McKinlock  campus. 
Here's  an  opportiniity  to  secure  a  set  of  these  fine 
plates  that  have  the  personal  endorsement  and 
recommendation  of  President  Salter  Dill  .Scott. 
Made  hy  Spotle-Copeland  Sons,  of  Stoke-on- 
Trent,  Staffordshire,  Enjiland,  these  diinier 
plates  are  masterpieces  of  the  underglaze  print- 
in;i  art.  They  take  their  shape  from  early 
Georgian  silver  and  are  IOI/2  inches  in  diameter. 
The  centers  and  ivy  borders  are  printed  in  gray. 

You  can't  find  a  better  gift  for  your  parents;  but  be  sure 
to  order  a  set  of  twelve  for  your  own  future  use  first. 
The  price  for  tlie  set  is  Sl.i. ()().* 

SEND   IX  THIS   COIPOX  — NOW! 

N.  U.  Student  Co-op  Ass'n. 
Evanston,  Illinois 

Please   reserve   for  me    set(s)    of   13   Spode  plates 

at  $l'o  per  set.     I  understand  that  notice  will  be  sent  to  me  as  soon  as 
they  are  ready  for  distribution. 

Name 

Address 

City Stale. 

Because  the.se  plates  are  made  "  Orders    nill    he    taken    iinlil 

expressly    for    us    in    England, 

delivery    will    be    in    the    fall.  J"'"'  fifteenth  by  subscription 

There    iiill    be    no   charge   for  ^„,^.    p^irther  information  uill 

(lenvery      (inyivhere      ni      tlie 

L  nitod  Stntos.  he  ^UuUy  (iirnis,hed. 


HOLEPROOF 

Autogarts 

The  Self-Supporting  Socks 
New  Spring  Designs 

at 

New  Low- Cost  Level 


55* 


pr. 


# 


E.  S.  EHMEN 

1716  Sherman  Ave. 
Two  Doors  North  of  Varsity  Theatre 


TWENTY-SEVEN 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


THE 
NORTH  SHORE 
COFFEE  SHOP 

The  close  of  that  II  o'clock 
class  certainly  calls  forth  for 
a   good,   tasty  noon   meal. 

In  the 

NORTH  SHORE 

HOTEL 

The  Students'  Headquarters 

DAVIS  &  CHICAGO  CORNER 

F.  J.  KIHM,  Mgr. 


LEE  NELSON 

Jeweler-Optician 

Guaranteed    Repairing    Service 

1626  Orrington  Ave.  University  0461 

For  30  Tears  a  Jeweler  in  Evanston 


"KAP'S" 

PRINT  SHOP 


Printer    to    the    Purple 


Telephone  UNI.  0733  806  Post  Office  PI. 


Member  "N"  Men's  Association 


Traveling  Salesman's   Wife:      Bobbie, 
this  is  your  uncle  from  St.  Louis. 

Young  Bobbie:     Yeah,  for  a  dollar  he 
is. 

"Fiit'ol." 


A  young  married  couple  started  out 
with  the  baby  to  buy  a  baby  carriage. 
They  purchased  one,  put  the  baby  in  it 
and  were  wheeling  it  along  the  street, 
when  they  became  conscious  of  the 
smiles  of  the  passersby  and  wondered 
thereat  until  they  got  home,  when  they 
noticed  that  the  clerk  had  omitted  to 
remove  the  sign  from  the  carriage.  It 
read:     "Our  Own  Make." 

"1^00  Doo." 


"It's  easy  to  smile  when  your  dates  are 
alone 
And  there's  not  a  bothering  sound; 
But  the  man  worth  while 
Is  the  man  who  can  smile 
When  the  family  sticks  around. 

"Dirge." 


"What's  your  daughter's  income?" 
"Oh,  about  3:30  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing." 

"Longhorn." 


SERVICES 
with  INVESTMENT 

Have  just  opened  shipping  room, 
general  and  sales  offices  for  high 
grade  dignified  business. 

Twelve  states  under  Chicago  (west- 
ern) office. 

Want  neat  appearing  University 
man  for  each  state  and  three  for 
Chicago. 

Could  use  one  lady. 

Good  drawing  account  and  divi- 
sion of  profits  to  the  man  who  can 
qualify  with  car,  references,  and 
^1,500.00, 

Address,  giving  phone  number. 

CAKL  E.  WRIGHT.  Matuttfvv 

12  I- 12.%  W«'sl  Krie  SI..  2nd  Floor 

niirAfiiO.    ILL. 


TWENiy-EIGHT 


QUE.5TI0N--  15  IT  A  PROFITABLE! 
POUCy    FOR    PUBLICATIONS  TO 
USE,THEB^5T  ENGRAVING  5ERVICE.? 


PEEK  N.  DeWlNOOV,  EX-EO 
"THE.  PINK  CANARY"  SING 
SING   U.— HAD  1  BUT  REAL 
^ED  THE  PITFALLS  THAT 
AVA\T   STAFFS  VHO 
CHOOSE  A  "NEXT  BEST" 
EN  Q  RAVER  X  WOULD 
HAVE  AVOIDED  THEGRIEF 
THAT  HADE  ME  WHAT  I  AM 

-r.u     J^^^^-TSK^TSK.TSK-TO 
THIN  K  THAT  X  UT  A  MU  RAD  AND 
SNEERHD  WHEN  THE  JAHN 
AND  OUUIER  SERVICE  MAN 
TOLD  ME.  VHV  THEIR  EN- 
GRAVINGS   GAVE  VAST- 
LY SUPERIOR  RE50LTS 


MOUUV     FUZ.BERRY    EX- 
TREMEUy    PRIVATE  5ECRE- 
^J^y  TO  EPT0ROP"THECAT' 
OUR   BOOK   IS  ENGRAV- 
ED   BYJAHN    AND    OUU\ER 
V/HICH  MEANS  THAT  WE 
VOULD    NOT   CONSIDER  ANY 
THING  BUT  THE  BEST-^HAx^at 

OH  SURE -I'M  ALWAYS  HUNGR/ 

UH   HUH-  8:  15?    O.K.T'LLBESEEING  VOU 


TR\PTON   FELL 
DRAMA  EDITOR 
"RICKETS"  SUN- 
SHINE MEDICAL 

COLLEGE r- 

CE  RTAl  N  LY  ITS 
PROF  table/ 
PARDON  VHILE 
I  PHONE, HERE 
IS  A  NICKEL  TOR 
YOUR  EFFORTS 
OPERATOR, 6  WE  ME  MONROE 
7060-HELLOTSTVms  JAHN 
ANDQLLIER   ENGRAVING 

^?^f.'^^^  AT   8  in   WEST 
WASHINGTON  BOULEVARD-? 
WELL,  I    JUST  CAN^   p,E- * 
SI5T  TELLING   VqU  TMAT 
THESE  HALFTONES  I  JUST 
RECEIVED  ARE  HONEy5/rj 


//  keeps  them  so 

Mild  and  Fresh! 

There's  more  real  mildness  in  a  Camel, 
sealed  fresh  in  the  new  package,  than  in 
any  cigarette  you  ever  smoked! 


AMELS 

Tight-Sealed  in  Moisture-Proof   Cellophane 


i<i  I")31,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco 
Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


i 


